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PREFACE. 


Within  this  enclosure  lie 

Fragrant  fields  of  poesy  and  song. 

Between  the-  rhymes,   in  soft  and   gentle  cadence, 

Flow  beautiful  streams  of  living  thought, 

Pure  and  refreshing : 

On  their  banks  you  may  sit  and 

Twine  in  wreaths   of  sacred  melody 

Your  heart's  devotion  to  Christ. 

As  you  sing   you  may  feel 

The  glory  of  God's   unspeakable  love, 

In  the  sunshine  of  which  there  is 

Sweet  peace. 

We   will  not  detain  you  further 
At  the  gateway. 
Lift  the  latch  and 
Pass  in. 

The  Authors. 


CAUTION. — Nearly  all  the  words  and  music  in  "Crown  of  Gold"  are  copy- 
right property.  All  rights  of  republication  of  the  words  or  music,  separate  or  com- 
bined,  are  reserved  and  will  be  defended  by  the  owners  qf  the  copyright. 


Crown  of  Gold  copyrighted   MDCCCXCII,  by  The   Home  Music  Co. 


No.  1. 


REVIVE  THY  WORK. 


W.   T.   GlFFE. 


1.  Be  -  vive     thy    work,     O  Lord,  Thy  might  -  y  arm  make  hare ; 

2.  Re  -  vive     thy    work,     O  Lord,  Cre  -  ate  new  thirst  for     thee ; 

3.  Re  -  vive     thy    work,     O  Lord,  Ex  -   alt  thy  pre-cious   name, 
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Speak  with   the  voice    that  wakes  the  dead  And  make  the  peo-ple  hear. 

Still    hun-g'ring  for      the  bread   of    life,  O,     may  our  spir  -  its  be. 

And      by     the     Ho   -  ly   Ghost,  our  love  For   thee  and  thine  in  -  flame. 
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Ee  -  vive     thy   work,     O      Lord,     And    give      re  -  fresh  -  ing  showers : 
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The    glo  -  ry  shall  be      all  thine  own,  The  bless-ing  shall  be       ours 
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No.  2.   THE  CHILDREN  FOR  JESUS. 


W.  A.  O. 


Suitable  for  S.  S.  Conventions  and  Teachers'  Meetings. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  The  chil-dren  for 

2.  The  chil-dren  for 
o.  "The  chil-dren  for 
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Je  -  sus,  their  hearts  for  his  tlirone,Their  lives   to      be 
J<  -  bus,  their  eyes  to     be -hold     The     way     of      sal- 
Je  -  sus,"  our  mot-to  and    aim,    AVe'll  glad  -  ly     go 
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ruled     by   his     seep  -  tre     a  -  lone  ;     Their  bands  for  his    serv  -  ice,  their 

va  -  tion  by    proph-ets  fore-told;    Their     bod  -  ies  his     tem  -  pies   by 
forth     in  thine  own   bless-ed  name,      To       gath  -  er   the    chil  -  dren  wher- 
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tongues  for  his  praise,Their  feet  to  run  swift  in  the  heav-en-ly  ways, 
sin  un  -  de  -  tiled,  The  chil-dren  for  Je  -  sus,  and  each  one  his  child, 
ev  -    er  they    be,       To    lead  and    to  guide  them,  dear  Sav-ior,    to    thee. 
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And     thus,  bless-ed    Sav  -  ior,     we   er  -    er  would  be, 
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THE  CHILDREN  FOR  JESUS.     Concluded, 
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-V-^>—^ 


->- 


1£=+-V~\z 


thy  throne. 
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No.  3. 


GOD'S  EYE  WATCHES. 


W.  A.  0. 

W.  A.  0. 
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1.  God'?   Te 

watch  -  es 

o'er     me, 

All     my 

path 

be  -  fore     mc, 

2.  All       my 

dai  -   ly 

tri  -    al, 

All     mv 

self  - 

de    -    ni  -  al, 

3.  All       the 

tho'ts  I'm 

say  -  ing 

When    to 

God 

I'm     pray -ing. 
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see, 
see, 


God's  eye  watch  -  es 
God's  eye  watch  -  es 
( rod's   eve  watch  -  es 


me. 
me. 
me. 
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No.  4,         WATCHMAN  OF  ZION. 

Mixo  W.  Nethercctt. 


1.  Watchman  on  the  walls  of    Zi  -   on,      What,  oh,  tell  us  of   the   night, 

2.  Tell,  oh,  tell  us  are  the    land-marks    On   our  voyage  all  passed  by  ? 

3.  Light  is  beaming,  day  is  com-  ing;      Let    us  sound  a-loud  the   cry; 
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Is     the  Day  Star  now   a  -  ris  -  ing?  Will  the  mom  soon  greet  our  i 
Are     we  near- ing  now  the     ha  -  ven,     Can   we  e'en  the  land  de  - 
We     be-hold  the  Day  Star  ris  -   ing,    Pure  and  bright  in  yon -der 
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O'er  your  vis     -      ion        Shines  there  now  some  ray    of     light? 

Do  we    tru     -       ly  See   the  heavenly  Kingdom  nigh  ? 

Saints  be    joy      -      ful,         Your  re-demption  draweth    nigh. 

O'er  your  vis  -  ion,  O'er  your  vis  -  ion, 
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CHORUS. 
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Is     the  Day  Star  now  a  -  ris  - 
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ing  ?  Will  the  morn  yet  greet  our  sight  ? 
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No.  5. 


GOSPEL  BELLS. 


Mrs.  An.vLrxK  H.  Beery. 


1.  O      hark!     what  sounds  are  float-ing    A  -  cross     the  wea-  ry  eartli? 

2.  They  ring        with  pre-cious  promise  That  <iod     our  souls  will  keep  : 

3.  They  tell  of    con-stant  sunshine  A  -round  the  Christian's  way  ; 
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They    tell          with  ring-ing  sweetness,  A        bless  -ed  Sav-ior's     birth. 

He'll   smooth      the   rug-ged  thorn  -  road,  And     com  -  fort  those  who    weep. 

Thev'll  ring           us     in  -  to  heav-en,  To      spend     e  -  ter-nal      dav. 
i                           V 
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Gos-pel     bells!  hear  them     tell        Of       the     Lord's  dv    -  ing      love; 


Gos-pel     bells!    let     them    swell       To    our      Fa  -  ther       a    -  bove. 
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No.  6. 

W.  T.  G. 


TRUST  AND  OBEY. 


\V.  T.  GlFFE. 


Trust  and    o  -  bey,         Trust  and    o  -  bey,  This   be  your  watchword, 
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Trust  and    o    -    bey. 

-f  -t-»-r  ^ 


# •— » 


"©^- 


1.  Je  -  sus    will     help   you    the      vie  -  fry       to 

2.  Ef  -  fort      is        use  -  less      if      trust      is         in 

3.  Down  by     the     cross     is       the     par  -  don     you 
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win,  Out  from  the  bond-age    and  thral-dom    of        sin  He     will 

self,         Souls  are   not     ransomed  by     hoarding   up      pelf.         Christ  can 
crave,         Je  -  sus     is         a  -  ble    and     will  -  ing   to      save.  He     will 


lead  you, 
save  you, 
hear  you, 


Do 
He 
Do 


not  doubt  him, 

is       a  -  ble, 
not  doubt  him, 


Trust 
Trust 
Trust 


m 


■  |Xtrr 


and 
and 
and 
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o  -  bey,  and  o  -  bey. 
o  -  bey,  and  o  -  bey. 
o  -  bey,  and     o  -  bey. 
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No.7.     I'LL  KNOCK  AT  MERCY'S  DOOR. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  My    sins     are  great   and  ma  -  ny, 
•_'.  .My  stub -born  heart  has  6light-ed 

3.     O  Christ,  thou  might  -  y    Sav  -  ior, 


My  heart  is  faint  and  sore; 
God's  mer  -  cy  o'er  and  o'er ; 
Thy  par  -  don     I         im  -  plore; 
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I'll     come    with  all      my  bur  -  dens       And  knock  at    mer  -  cy's   door. 
I  can     hold  out      no    long  -  er,  I'll  knock  at    mer  -  cy's    door. 

Grant  me        a  -  bund  -  ant    en  -  trance       In  -  to       the     o    -    pen    door. 
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I'll       knock, 


I'll  knock    at    mer  -  cv's     door  : 


I'll  knock, 


I'll  knock, 
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I'll     knock,  I'll    knock,  I'll  knock  at    mer  -  cy's   door. 

I'll  knock,  I'll  knock, 


No.  8.    SINGING  SONGS  FOR  JESUS. 


R.  A.  Evtuizeb 
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1.  We      are    sing  -  ing  songs    for       Je  -  sus       As       we      glad    -    \y 

2.  We      are    sing  -  ing  songs    for       Je  -  sus,     Hap  -  py     songs        of 

3.  We      are    sing  -  ing  songs    for       Je  -  sus,  Won't   vou    come       and 

S        N        S  \ 


march  a  -  long;  Lift  -  ing  high  the  gos  -  pel  ban  -  ner  As  we 
love  and  cheer ;  Trusting  in  our  bless-  ed  Cap  -tain,  We  can 
sing  them,  too?     Je  -  sus  loves     our     glad     ho  -   san  -  nas,    And      he 
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Cap  -    tain,    He         will   lead         us     safe     -     ly      thro',        If  we 

rounds       us,       He        will      let  no    harm        mo  -  lest;      And      when 

num  -  hers,     For       King     Je     -     sus    come      and    fight;    When        the 
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SINGING  SONGS  FOR  JESUS.    Concluded. 


heed     his  blest  commandments,  And     are    brave  to  dare     and  do. 

we     grow  taint  and  wea  -    ry     He  will     give  us  per  -  feet  rest, 

strife  with   sin       is     end  -  ed    We  shall  wear  a  crown     of  light. 
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We   are   sing        -        -       ing,         Bless-ed  songs   of  Je      -     sus' 

We   are   sing-ing,  singing,  singing,  Bless-ed  songs,  blessed  songs  of      Je  -  sus' 
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love,  As     we're  marching,  As  we're  marching, 

love,  bless  -  ed  songs,  marching, 
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As  we're  march   -   ing,      march-ing  to     our  happy  home  a  -  bove. 
marching,  As  we're  marching,  marching, 


No.  9. 


NIGHT  HYMN. 


Jay  P. 


Jay  Powell. 
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1.  Dark-ness  falls  up -on    our  pathway,  Nature's  eyes  are     closed  in  sleep; 

2.  Light  in  dark-ness,  joy    in     sor-row,  Peace  in  trou-ble,    love    in    fear; 

3.  Thus  our  days  are  tilled  with  gladness,  Thus  our  nights  de-void  of  gloom, 
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Phantom  ships  in  noise-less  mo-tion     Pock  up  -  on    the      qui  -  et     deep. 

These  the  fruits  of    thy  sweet  spir-it,  Nought  a-larms  when  thou  art  near. 

Though  perchance  a  touch  of  sad-ness,  Comes,  en  -  rich-  ing    love's  per-fume. 
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Gra-cious  Fa-ther,  guard  our  slumbers,  May  our  wak-  ing  thoughts  be  pure ; 
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Pure  be-cause  these  frail  clay  ves-sels     Rest  -  ed     in  thine  arms  se  -  cure. 
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No.  10.    STANDING  BY  THE  CROSS. 


Al.I.KN-SjIIRLEY.       RlCK.  hv  A.   .) .  S. 


A.  J.  Showalter. 


Sweet  the  moments  rich  in  bless-ing,  Which  lie-fore  the  cross     I 

2.  Here  I'll  rest  for  -  ev  -  er  view-ing,  Mer-cy  poured  in  streams   of 

3.  Tru  -  lybless-ed     is    this    sta-tion,  Low  be -fore  his  cross     to 

4.  Here     1   feel  my   sins  for  -  giv  -  en,  While  up  -  on     the  Lamb   I 

5.  Still    in  ceaseless  con-tem-pla-  tion,  Fix  my  heart  and  eyes     on 
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blood  ; 
lie, 
gaze, 
thee, 
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Life  and  health  and  peace  pos-sess  -  ing. 

Precious  drops  my   soul    be- dew- ing 

While  I     see     di    -  vine  com-pas-sion 

And  my  thoughts  are      all     of  heav-en, 

Till    I    taste  thy     full    sal -va- tion, 


From  the  sin-ner's  dy  -  ing  Friend. 
Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 
Bearn-ing    in     his  gra-cious  eye. 

And  my  lips  o'er-  How  with  praise. 

And  unvailedthv  srlo-ries   see. 
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REFRAIN. 
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Standing  bv  the  cross,  standing  by  the  cross,  Standing  bv  the  cross  of  Calva-rv 
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Looking  up  to  Christ,  trusting  in  his  love,  Hoping  in  his  mercy  full  and  free. 
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No.  11. 

W.  T.  G. 


BEYOND  THE  BLUE. 


—h 


W.   T.   GlFFE 
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1.  Up     a  -  bove  the  stars  where  the  angels  dwell,  Beyond  the  blue,  be- 

2.  O,  sweet  land  of  light  where  the  wea-ry    rest,   Beyond  the  blue,  be- 

3.  Glo-ry      be      to    God,  all    the    an  -  gels  sing,  Beyond  the  blue,  be- 
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yond  the  blue,    There  the  saints    in  glo   -  ry  his  prais  -  es  tell, 

yond  the  blue,       All    thy  hills     are  trod     by  the  good     and  blest, 

yond  the  blue,    Catch  the  sound,  O  earth,   let  the  glad    news  ring, 
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hear  the  strain  Of  the  song  they  sing  with  its  glad  re-frain, 
God  they  stand,  All  our  loved  ones  gone  to  the  bet  -  ter  land, 
sons      of       men,  Sing    his  power  and     love    thro' the  world,  and  then, 
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BEYOND  THE  BLUE.    Concluded. 
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I  would  ech  -  o  it  back  to 
Join  -  ing  in  the  glad  shouts  of 
With    the       an  -  gels       a  -  bove,  sing 


the  heav'a-ly  plain,  Be- 
the  Con-q'ror's  hand.  IV- 
the      glad      A  -  men,    Be- 
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CHORUS. 


yond  the  blue, 
yond  the  blue, 
yond  the  blue, 
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be  -  yond  the  blue. 
be  -  yond  the  blue. 
be  -  yond  the  blue. 


Be  -  yond  the  blue,   be- 
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(1)     I  would 

vond  the  blue,       be  -  vond  the  blue,        be-  vond  the  blue.  (2)    I  would 

(3)  With  the 
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ech  -o    it  back  to  the  heav'nly  plain,  Be-yond  the  blue,  beyond  the  blue. 

join  in  the  shouts  of  the  Conq'ror's  band,  Be-yond  the  blue,  beyond  the  blue. 

an -gels  above,  sing  the  glad  A-men,  Be-yond  the  blue,  beyond  the  blue. 


Sgg^# 


lzAi 


.#.  -*  ♦  -0-  -*-*^- 
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-j^- 
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No.  12. 


HE  LEADS  ME  ON. 


Victoria  E.  Keith. 
r-JV 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


rFfcF3 


3C — m—I—M-  U 


1.  He  leads  me     on  thro' des-erts  drear,  And 

2.  He  leads  rue  where  the  tor-rents  roar,   And 

3.  He  leads  me  'neath  the  star,-  ry    sky,    And 

4.  lie  leads  me     on    my   pil-  grim  way,    By 


ov  -  er  mountain   wild  ; 
thro'  the  storm-y         sea, 
thro'  the  noon-tide    heat, 
watchful  care  I'm  hound, 


V    v 


P=i= 


X-^ 


mm 


Where     e'er  he  leads  me      I'll  not  fear,    For       I      am  still   his    child. 

I       hear  him  call  -  ing    from  the  shore,  Fear    not   but   fol  -  low      me. 

I        know  he  guides  me    with  his  eye,    And   stays  my  falt-'ring     feet. 
There      is      no  place    a    -   long  my  way    But     that   my  God    is      found. 


1  -i-j  3 1  *~v=t 


•p  * 


His  heav'n-ly  love    en-fold-eth    me,     And  keeps  mv  heart  se  -  cure. 

!S     N 


No.  13.  THE  GUSHING  RILL. 

"Look  not  tliou  upon  the  wine."— EPH.  5:  8. 


W.  T.  (i. 


0-T-0-0-  1 


1.  Oli,   it      tor  me  the   cup  you  fill,  Then  fill     it  from  the  gushing  rill, 

2.  Speak  not    to  me   of      ru  -  by  wine,  Of    nee- tar  cups  and  draughts  divine, 

3.  Give  not    to  ine  the  mantling  brim,  Whose  dancing  bubbles  gai  -  ly  swim, 


ig*l 


With  wa  -  ter  pure  and  sparkling  bright,  As  clear  as  truth,  and  free 
The  taste  of  bit  -  ter  tears  is  there,  For  those  we  love  and  hold 
For      in  each  shin-ing  crys-tal  round,  A   dead- ly  lurk-  ing  fiend 


9^-t 


if-fr-p— hpidqzzk 


*~^ 


as  light. 

most  dear, 
is  found. 


k-fcLl_L± 


CHORUS 


-N— K-Vsr 


{ 


#**£ 


Then  if    for  me 
With  wa-terpure, 


-*- 


^a 


^^ 


?..,rWJ^  ?. 


the    cup  you 
and  sparkling 

S      N      S 
v      I     •*- 


fill, 

bright, 


Then  if    for  me, 
With  wa-  ter  pure, 


the  cup  you  fill, 
and  sparkling  bright, 


O, 

As 


/T\« 


O,    fill      it     from 
As  clear  as  truth 


the  gush-ing 

and  free   as 


rill.      ) 
ight.     f 


fill     it     from the  gush-ing 

clear  as    truth and  free   as 

;  Note. — Observe  the  hold  oalv  after  the  repeat. 
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rill, 
light. 


No.  14. 


HAIL,  HAPPY  DAY! 


Jay   P. 


Jay  Powell. 


ft  j   j  f  1  MH4-tT^T^h 


1.  Hail,      hap  -  py 

2.  God       gave     his 

3.  Hail,      Triii  -   i 


day!        all      hail,     the      mer  -  ry  throng!        We 
Son        this     sin  -   ful     world     to     save,  De- 

ty,        thou  bless  -  ed      three     in      one !         Praise 


m 


pt: 


itzr 


_£_□ 


m 


V 


m=a^ 


r-fr-f^ 
£±d£ 


3T 


-A 


*=* 


*       V. 


U 


love    the     pre-cious     Sabbath-school,  we    love    the  children's  song, 

liv  -  er    from    the  power  of  death    and      tri-umph  o'er     the    grave. 

Fa-  ther,  Son    and     Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  while  end  -less  a  -   ges      run. 

-^       -P- 


<£. — fl_p — V—  p — p p — # — p-»— p y — b1 — b* — y B— r— I 


k    y    ^ 


CHORUS. 


K-*T 


If—Lll 


-A— 


-N-r 


V 


We     sing  the  praise 

We    sing 


g  i  \i>a  fe  ing 


of   Christ,  the  children's  friend ;    O, 


*= 


^-#— p— #-«— p— i^^-i-Fg— #-^-h— »-^Fp^- — H 


may   we  sing  this      hap  -  py  song  where    Sabbaths  have  no        end 


Q.ft  "it  e-f-g. 

7  %  ^  P  fe  k 


g_L     f  l¥  *;   £?" 

-p — P  - — P — \M — h 5 — 


V— V— k- 


-5*—*- 


si 
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No.  15.        MEMORY  OF  GALILEE. 


J.  A.  Sell. 


Wm.  Beery. 


— fr 


3v=^P==F 


s=s=*=s±i=, 


E^B 


Vr 


1.  My  heart  goes  out  to  Gal  -  i  -  lee,  A -long  it-;  shores  I  fain  would  be; 
J.  Ken  while  the  waits  were  running  high,  To  them  he  spake,  "Fear  net,  'ti-  I  :" 
3.  Bless'd  Savior,  come,  say,  "Peace,  be  still,"  Row  our  frail  barks  to  Zion's  hill; 

•       •       •    r-*~  *— *—  E- 


2=r: 


A — N~ 


M=* 


-0 — •- 


fe 


Right  on    its  breast  the  sore  distressed    In    mer-cy   met  the  Savior  blessed. 
The  night  is  dark,  we're  on    a     sea,     And  heav-y  waves  roll  wild  and  free. 
O,     in    that  land  of  peace  and  rest,  We'll  praise  thy  name  witb  all  the  blest. 


T^rrv^i 


m 


tvzzfczt 


•    / 


CHORUS. 


Dear  Savior,  come,  while  on  the  sea,  And  still  the  storm,  speak  peace  tome. 


rmzzj—w 


az:*: 


±=tf 


Jig    J    J    ' 


•  •   •   /   •   / 


•z±=d 


5=*-*-* 


s  r 


i 


Re-move  my  fear  and  all  my  dread,  And  say,  "  'Tis  I,    be     not    a  -  fraid." 
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No.  16. 

C.  II.  (i. 


BRING  THEM  IN. 


Chas.  II.  Gabriel. 


-fj —  VtTVS—  ^ ! 1 1 FV— i — FS — \ — c \ — s- 


s=t= 


1.  Bring  them  in 

2.  Sore  temp-  ta 

3.  Bring  them  in  ! 


1=*P  *: 


and    keep  them  from  go- ing    a  -  stray     a  •  gam, 

tions    hov-er      a- round  and  a  -  hout   their  way  ; 

for       Je -sus  coinmand-ed  you     so        to     do; 

0 — #  * 


V=V- 


5 


?R 


P^ 


:  J    4  d-£*rj& 


_i — i — i — 
0,0.00— 


Precious  souls  for  Je-sus, — souls  for  whom  he  died  ;      Think  not  when  you've 
Sa -tan,  loath  to  lose  them,  fol-lows close  be- hind  ;     Whis-pers  glow    -  ing 
Bring  them  from  the  highways    and  the  waste  of   sin  To    the    fold        e  - 


t 


-r\-4=- 


:*=^3* 


Y    d  d    d   d^d    1 1* .  |» 


#-^# 


1     .1,     1 


ZfaJEjE 


1  >  1 


res-cued  them  out   of  their  sin      and  stain,  They  will  safe -ly      ev  -  er 

prom-is  -  es,  lead- ing  the  soul       a -stray,  You    must  be      a    broth-er, 

ter-nal,   in  heav-en,  prepared    for  them,  While  the  door  is      op -en, 


-0 — 0 


:t: 


V    V 


_£_^_^_^. 


*±±t 


• 


-0 

-i — 
p 


-"t— J 


CHORUS. 


X-^-^JU^fc 


in  his  love  a  -  bide, 
faithful,  true  and  kind, 
lead,  Oh,  lead  them  in. 


-0—0-^-0-, 


You  must  help  them  upward,  cheer  them  on  their  way, 


0— i 1 F— #-i-#—r#— #—#—#— *^#*r*— #—#—#-# -# 


f± 


By  per. 
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BRING  THEM  IN.    Concluded. 


And  in  lov-ing  kindness  help  them  day  bv   dav  ;         You  must  lead  them  gen-tly 

-#-»x-g-:-i-^^-^-f-^V.-T-#-#-#-  #-#  •  -•  * 


^fctfbF  y.  f  e  re 


- 


tow'rd  that  world  a  -  bove       'Til  their  feet  are  firm-ly     planted  in   his   love. 

-N— 


No.  17. 


1    I      i 
ROCK  OF  AGES. 


Thomas  Hastings. 

S  S  Fine. 


1.  Rock   of       A  -  ges,  cleft  for     me,        Let   me     hide  my -self    in    thee; 

2.  Could  my    tears  for  -  ev  -  er    flow,    Could  my      zeal  no    lan-guor  know  ; 

3.  While  I     draw  this  fleet-ing  breath,  "When  my     eyes  shall  close  in  death, 


9S3 


9-^9— 


-t-^4- 


i 


+—& 


m 


D.  C.  Be  of 
D.  C.  In  my 
D.  C.      Rock   of 


l      l      u    p    I 

sin    the  dou  -  ble  cure- 
hand  no  price    I   bring, 
A  -  ges,  cleft  for    me, 


Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
Simp-ly  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 
Let    me      hide  mv-self     in     thee. 

D.  C. 


Let  the 
These  for 
When    I 


ms* 


wa  -  ter  and  the  blood 
sin  could  not  a-  tone; 
rise    to  worlds  un-known, 


S£ 


From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 
Thou  must  save  and  thou  a  -     lone. 
And    be  -  hold  thee  on    thy     throne,- 


>     y     y- 


T 
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No.  18.     SPEAK  TO  ME,  MY  SAVIOR. 


Arr.  by  R.  A.  E. 


L.  M.  Evilsizee. 


"#-     -0-     ■#-     -0-     -0-9 


-frfl- 


1 


i      ?  * 

1.  Speak  low  to     me,  ray    Savior  dear,  Speak  low  and  sweet,  and  I  shall  hear; 

2.  Lest  I  thro'  fear  should  faint  and  fall,  And  nev-er  hear  thy  weleome  call, 

3.  Thou  who  dost  hear  when  we  entreat,  Speak  as  to  Ma  -  ry        at  thy  feet; 


V     V 


V  • 


4"^- 


-n  r 


i  i=t 


-N-4 


:£=<=*=! 


-_& 


\ 1 1 — m-  - — - 

►  ■#■•#■•  ■-&- 

From  out  the  hal  -  le  -  lu-jahs  clear,  Speak  to  me  sweet  and  low. 
O  Christ,  my  Sav-ior  and  my  all !  Thy  grace  on  me  be  -  stow. 
Be-stow    on    me   thy     love  complete,    My     life,  my  love    is    thine, 


I 


as** 


#-r» — » — m- 


¥-—+- 


*— + 


r* r\— -I L 


0 — 0 i 


t 


i 


CHORUS. 


-4 


« — L- 0 


=t 


3 


^=4 


rat 


— m — L<^- 

Speak     to    me  sweet   and      low,    Speak     to     me  sweet   and     low 


2» 


7~~ Ft 


-,^- 
-&-- 


h^— t^— h- 


- 1  <  i^i^^ 


-7$-- 


Speak  low   to     me,  my      Sav-ior   dear,  Speak  low  and  I   shall  hear. 


9:lJm>  p|^~^=t= 


# — » — #- 


r* — M— 
ip=P=P=pt 

EEEEE 
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No.  19. 


GOD  IS  MY  GUIDE. 


M.  E.  Ogden. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 


i 


q- 


A- 


-0 M -I W &r- 

drear  -  y,      God 
a     stran  -  ger,    God 


O  . 


1.  Tlio'  niy  life  -  path  oft 
'2.  Tho'  I  wan  -  der  here 
3.  When     I     wan-dered  then 


he  sought    me,    God 


mv  guide; 
my  guide; 
my  guide; 


Tho' 

He 

To 


— m 0 m~ 

»  •+     f-     •+     "      ■*■     ■*■    sr 

my  f al  -  t'ring  feet  grow  wea  -  ry,  God 
will  be  my  shield  in  dan  -  ger,  God 
his    lov  -  ing      fold     he  brought  me,    There 


to 


my  guide, 
my  guide, 
a  -  bide. 


All      my  way  -  ward  heart      re  -  quir  -  eth       He       hath     sup-plied; 

When  thro'  wa  -  ters    dark      he     leads     me,     Safe        I  a  -  bide; 

By       his  power   di  -  vine      he    holds     me     Close       to        his    side ; 


dt  r  v  j  f 


God      in    love     my  soul      de    -   sir   -  eth,      God 

He     with  heav'n-ly  man  -  na      feeds     me,     God 

There   with  lov  -  injr  arms     he      folds     me,      God 


is  my  guide, 
is  my  guide, 
is        my  guide. 


£ 


t±± 


i 

±z 


~4=f 


c> 


r-0- 


By  permission. 
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No.  20.        THOU  SHALT  SHINE. 


Solomon  G.  Brown. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


T^i£±£ 


•v- 


1.  Thou  shalt    shine        as   the  stars  In  the  f ailc-lfss  f or  -  cv   -or, 

2.  O    then   turn  not  thy  hand  from  the  work  that's  be  -  to*e  thee, 

3.  For  not        long     may    it    be     till  the   master  may  call  thee, 


P— r«- 


9S^fe 


y*=s 


rt^rf=|i=rt: 


fct: 


#-•  # 


— »_ 


Thou  shalt  shine  as 


the  stars 


the   fade  -  less  for-ev-er, 


4r-i—4r 


i±^S 


f^-*- 


*-*-^ 


■N— tr 


if^Ej^ 


t 


I    I      l 


Who     turn 
Nor       suf 
Not       long 


be 


^ 


itzzt: 


un  -  to  Je  -  sus  the  per  -  ish  -  in 
fer  thy  heart  to  grow  care  -  less  an 
till    the   time  of     thy  mis  -  sion 

N     i  i 

— t-t- ^ — 


here?"" 
cold ; 
o'er; 


t=tzfc£zzd 


Who    turn  un 


to     Je 


=£ 


-N—N- 


-f^ — N— N— ^-N~ 


the       per  -  ish-ing  here  : 


-A H=^H- I- H H H 1— J H — F* 

#     i *^-j« — r« — 1«-# — a — a — «_tf_«_ 


*=* 


#-* 


Who        gen      -      tly     are    lead-ing   the  lambs  to  the  past-ure,    . 
The         seed  thou  ait  sow-ing    so      pa-tientand  pray'r-ful, 

Then      work         while  the  day  lasts,  for  soon  the  night  comet  h, 


Who       gent-ly 


— ri^A 


are  lead 


nH^- 


ing 


the  lambs       to  the  pasture, 
and   clear. 


!\     h 


H- — PV I— al « 

*—. j.— *■— *— * 


^— « — j- 


*— * 


Where 

Ere 
When 


flow 
long 
thou 


so      cool-  ing  and  clear. 
eth    the   wa  -  ter     so    cool- ing    and    clear, 
will    be     wav-ing    in    har- vests     of       gold, 
shalt  be       a  -   ble     to       la-  bor    no      more.  /^"s 


4-4 


^4- 


-*--* 


1 — i — 5-F— 


m 


Where  flow  -  eth 


the    wa 
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so       cool-  ing  and  clear. 


THOU  SHALT  SHINE 

CHORUS. 


Concluded. 


1 — >.— x  — lt: — _      — k — k m — # — u^_«_« z 1 


Then 


25± 


pray'r  -ful-ly,  care-ful-ly     go      to     thy       la-bors 


:£T?- 


t 


>^p 


lM=^—^=Z^t 


Then 


y — y — w — y — p— — m-0-0-0 

to  thy  labors, 


pray'rful  -  ly,  care-ful  -  ly        go 


-rV- 


-N-K- 


1,    .  .  r 

-fc*i — 1 — «~-~* — 0 — ^ — * — N — ^€ — Pr~ 


And        deal     with  them  wise-  ly,  the  souls  of     thy      care, 


feg 


t=t=t=t 


P       P       ,*'      P       P 

zk^zp—pz 


y— 1/ 


i=fc±=J 


And 


9VV     V 

deal  with  them  wise-ly,  the     souls     of     thy  care, 


\     hs     \     h 


i-2- — I N    h^  r  iv — N     r  a|— g — P — 0 — ^ 1 — «|-a|-i — *— 


And 


nev    -    er     for  -  get-ting,  tho'    lof  -  ty     or        low-ly, 


9S 


=*= 


P—P—P^ 


P—P 


N=*=^=N=N=PE 


v- ^— ^— y— v—v- 


»—•—#-» 


-v— k- 


And 


nev  -  er     for  -  get-ting,  though    lof    -  ty    or  low-ly, 
thev    bear. 


■  jr^  ^  IS — \ — \ — f\ — \ — v- — rV 
-ds-m-M — P — P—M — r — 1— tf- 


L ^_^ y^y 


P~^  + 


I 


Wf 
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How      cost   -    ly      a     gem    is     the    spir  -  it,    the      spir  -  it     they  bear. 


\:-7b 


a 
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•  ^Jfe# 


i=fc£ 


How  cost  -  ly      a     gem    is     the      spir  -  it      they  bear. 
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No.  21.  MESSIAH  IS  COME. 

Laura  E.  Newell.  W.  H.  Burgett. 

^ 


F=tr 


==pi^=^3^ 


P%-1 


.  U*W  1^       — 

1.  Mcs-si  -  all    is  come  to    re-deem  us,  He  com-eth    in  low-li  -  est    guise, 

2.  O   bring  ye  your  rar-est  ob  -  lations,  And  worship  your  King  at  his  shrine, 

3.  He  com  -  eth  to   res-cue  the   fall-en,  He  heed-eth  eacli  grievous  complaint, 

I ! 1 1 1 y-  ■ 


_  .  I  ■ i 

Our  in  -  fin- ite  Sav-ior  so  gracious,  The  rul  -  er  of  earth  and  of  skies. 
The  rul-er  of  all  tribes  and  nations,  The  pit  -  y  -  ing  Sav-ior  di  -  vine. 
And  those  who  will  trust  in  his  promise,  Shall  walk,  and  shall  nev-er  be  faint. 
JL    *..*.*.*.*.*.    J.. 


* 


^ 


His  flock  he  will  feed  like  a  shepherd,  He'll  gath-er  the  lambs  in  his     arms, 
He  com-eth   to  bear  our  transgres-sion    By    his  stripes  we  all  may  be    healed, 
Shall  mount  up-  on  wings  as  the     ea  -  gle,  May  run,  and  not  weary  nor     fail, 


— fs — \ 


b    t  \/  If  '• 
s   ft  |s  |s  N. 


■#--i-#— #— # 


0— #- 


2%* 


And  car  -  ry  them  safe  in  his     bo-som,  No    foe  there  his  lit-  tie  ones  harms. 
The  love  of   the  Fa-ther  e  -  ter-nal    Is     now  in  our  Savior   re  -  vealed. 
He'll  guide  thro'  life's  toils  and  temptations,  And  lead  us  past  death's  dreary    vale. 

— F—m-A-F     » — I — H— — y— i 1 1 h- 

p  [»  |  w— g-  u  u  u  u 
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MESSIAH  IS  COME.    Concluded, 


CHORUS.     S.       \      \ 

+      r\    !      N   r   1 


**=*£ 


N     N 


Mes  -  si  -  ah  is  come,  Mes-si  -  ah    is  come ;  Tell  all  the  nations  of     earth, 
0  ,0T 


pWW 


-*?-\~»~-»—» 

s 


H h 


v-^-v-^ 
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Mes  -  si  -  ah   is  come,  Mes-  si  -  ah  is  come  ;  Oh,  tell    of  his  wonder-f  ul    birth. 

1  1  .   V,  ' 


1   lit' b  it: 


\     S  N  N    \    S 


No.  22. 


SECRET  PRAYER. 


Rev.  A.  Jones 


W.  T.  G. 


1.  The  sweet-est  hours  this  side   of  heav'n,  I    spend  be-fore  the  throne  of  grace ; 

2.  The  clouds  that  once  obscured  the  sight,  Are  then  dispersed  and  rolled  a  -  way, 

3.  Then  my  deep  self  -  ish-ness  and  pride,  Their  most  re-volt-ing    aspects  wear, 

4.  Then  peace,  too  deep  for  words  to    tell,  Calms  ev'-rv  trem-or    in    mv  breast; 
■f*    -f*       _      -r*    #  *-*-*-   -0-    m 


P=£ 


*=r* 


~^m — ^ — ! r 

#-«-# # 


-\-0- 


Where  ful  -  ly  humbled  and  forgiv'n,  I       see     unveiled  my  sov'reign's  face. 

As    gloomy  forms  that  haunt  the  night,  Fly  from    the  splendors    of      the  day. 
Which  must  be  scourg'd  and  cru-ci-fied,  As     vile    pre-  curs  -  ors    of      des-pair. 

And  love  which  doth  all  fear  ex- pel,  Gives  earn  -  est    of      im  -  mor-tal     rest. 

-*  -*-  ■*- 


No.  23. 


LEAD  US  GENTLY. 


Sadie  Carney. 

y-H-9—3—SM. 


Milo  W.  Nethercutt. 


* ■  * 


1.  Bless-ed  Sav  -  ior,  lead    us    gen-tly 

2.  Bless-ed  Sav -ior,  meek  and  Tow- ly, 

3.  Bless-ed  Sav -ior,  thou    art  will-ing 

4.  Lead  us  gen  -  My    thro'  the  shad-ows, 


-r 

Thro' 
Thou 

To 
Thro' 


5^eP 
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fc=t 
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the    rug-  ged  paths  of     life; 
art     ev    -    er   good  and  true; 
for-give        us    all    our  wrong; 
this  world     of    toil    and  strife; 


t=i 
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Lead  us  thro'  the  vale    of  shad-ows,   From  this  world     of     sin       and  strife. 

Lead  us      to    that  world  of    glo  -  ry,        To  that  home      be-yond      the  blue. 

Lead  us      to   that  bless-ed    kingdom,      To  that  home  where  an  -  gels  throng 

Lead  us      to    that  world  of    sun-shine  And      an      ev    -    er  -  last  -   ing  life. 


0 — S- 

Lead    us,    Je  -  sus,  thro' the  shad-ows       To     that  bright    e  -  ter    -  nal  life; 

Lead    us,    Je  -  sus,  thro'  the  shad-ows       To     that  home     for  -  ev    -    er  new  ; 

Lead    us,    Je  -  sus,  thro' the  shad-ows,     Lead      us,  Lord, 'twill  not       be  long; 

Lead    us,    Je  -  sus,  thro' the  shad-ows        To      that  bright    e  -  ter    -    nal  life; 


»       h  m       h"*  -*"  f-   -f- 
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Lead  us  thro'  the  vale    of    shad-ows,  From  this  world    of     sin    and  strife. 

Lead  us      to    that  world  of     glo  -  ry,        To  that  home     be-yond   the  blue. 

Lead  us     to    that  bless-ed     king-dom,    To  that  home  where  an-gels  throng. 

Lead  us      to    that  world  of    sun-shine  And  an      ev    -    er  -  last  -  ing    life. 
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No.  24.      WE'VE  BEEN  REDEEMED. 


Mi:s.  M.  J.  Cabtwright. 


W.   T.    (JlFFE. 


1.  We've  been       re-deemed,  my    broth  -  er,         O,   hear  the    joy  -  fill  news  ;  Such 

2.  I've    been      re-deemed,  my    broth  -  er,       My  Sav-ior     now    is    near;    To 

3.  I'm     glad     I've    come     to         Je  -    sus,  He'll  cleanse  my  ev-ery  stain ;  For 


ms§ 


won-der-ful  sal  -  va-tion  You  sure-ly  won't  re-fuse, 
me  he's  gen  -  tly  saying  These  words  of  hope  and  cheer, 
nev - er    wea 


t« 


wand'rer  has  sought  his  face  in  vain. 


Come. w  r    .       un-to 
Come  unto  me, 
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me, 
Come  un-to  me, 
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Je  -  sus     is    call-ing,  Come 

Je  -  sus  now    is  ten  -  der  -  ly    call-ing,  Come  un  -  to 
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me, 


un  -  to    me, 

Come  un  -  to  me, 
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I     will  keep  you  from  fall 
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No.  25.       HOLD  THOU  MY  HAND. 


Anna  W.  Simmons. 


D.  E.  Bryer. 
h-4 


I 


b^3 


1.  Hold   thou  my  hand,  O       Fa- ther,  Hold  thou  my  hand,  I       pray, 

2.  I         can-not  tread  un  -  guid-ed,      The     up-ward-lead-ing      road ; 

3.  Hold  thou  my  hand  se  -  cure  -  ly,    When   sor-rows  dim  my      sight, 


When  clouds  hang  low  and  heav-  y, 
I       seek      to     jour-ney   on-  ward, 
My     heart  will  make  no    mur-mur, 


And  storms    of  doubt  as  -    sail, 

I      think     to  brave-ly       stand, 
What  e'er  might  come,  I        know, 


I 

But 
If 


blind 

un 
Thou 
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ly  grope  and  f al  -  ter,      My  strength     of  none    a    -    vail, 

a -ware,  I     stum-ble — O        Fa    -  ther,  hold  my     hand! 
will  lead  me,  Fa-  ther,  Where-ev     -      er      I     may      go. 

I 


HOLD  THOU  MY  HAND.     Concluded. 

REFRAIN. 
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Hold   thou     my      hand,     0     Father,  Hold   thou     my     hand,       I     pray, 
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When  shad -ows  fall    a  -  bout  nie         And  hide     the  beat- en       way. 


No.  26. 


A  LAST  PRAYER. 


Helen  Hunt  Jackson. 

(Four  days  before  her  death.) 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 


0   ,'j 0 ^- 
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j.  Fa-  ther,    I  scarce-ly   dare   to  pray,  So     clear    I      see,  now    it      is   done, 

2.  So      clear    I     see    the  things    I  thought  Were  right  or  harmless,  were  a       sin  ; 

3.  In      out-skirts  of     thy  king-dom  vast,  Fa-  ther,  the  humblest  spot  giye  me  ; 

■+-•■0-    -0-    -0-    -0-  -0-'-0-    -0-    -0-    -0-    ■*-    ■*- 
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That    I    have  wast-ed  half  my  day,  And    left  my  work  but  just  be  -  gnn. 

So  clear   I     see  that  I    have  sought,  Un-conscious,  selfish  aims  to    win. 

Set    me    the  low-liest  task  thou  hast,  Let      me,  repentant,  work  for   thee. 
■*-    -0-    -0-            # 


No.  27.     HE  STANDS  AT  THE  DOOR. 


Mary  J.  Cartwright. 


W.  T.  Giffe. 
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1.  Be  -  hold,   I   stand  at    the  door  and  knock  ;  If   a  -  ny  man  hear  my  voice, 

2.  What  other  friend  could  such  grace  bestow,  What  oth-er  such  blessings   give? 

3.  When  worn  with  the  toil  and  the  heat  of  day,  O  what    a  sweet  sense  of     rest 
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And  will   o  -  pen  the  door,    I     will  come  in     to  him,    And  will  cause  his 
Je-sus   is  the  Bread  and  the  Wa-ter     of   Life,    Eat  and  drink,  your 

En-ters   in       to     my  soul    as      :i  -  l<m<r   bv  the  wav       I     commune  with 
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CHORUS. 
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heart  to  re-joice. 
soul  then  shall  live, 
this  heav'nly  guest. 


0—0- 

'       I 
I  welcome 


Wei  -  come,  dear       Sav   -    ior, 

Welcome,  welcome,  dear  Savior,  welcome,  Yes,  I  welcome, 
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No.  28. 


L^fes^: 


DO  THY  LITTLE. 

('HAS.     EDW.    I'iiI.LiiCIC. 

I  0 


1.  Do  thy  lit-tle,  do    it    well,  Do  what  right  and  reason  tell ;  De  what  wrong  and 

2.  Do  thy  lit-tle,  tho'  it       be  Drear-i-ness  and  drudger - y;  They  whom  Christ a- 

3.  Do  thy  lit-tle,  God  controls  All  that  motes  between  the  poles;  Love  to  him  makes 
+.   J2L.   4-  M-  JL  A.    A.  JL  j&_   JL 
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CHORUS. 
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tie,  do  it 


sor-row  claim,  Conquer  sin  and  cov-er  shame.  Do  thy   lit 

pos-tles  made,  Gathered  fragments  where  he  bade. 

du  -  ty    light.  E'en  in  sorrow's  darkest  night.  Do  thy  lit    -    tie, 

•#■    -^     -•■•#■    ^     ,»       J  JL  JL  JL 


fcM 


well,  Do  what  right  and  rea-son    tell;  Do  what  wrong 

do     it    well,  Do  what  right      and        rea-son  tell;  Do  what 
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.     .  and  sorrow  claim.  Conquer   sin and  cov-er  shame. 

wrong      and  sorrow  claim,  Conquer  sin  and  eov  -  er  shame. 
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.    THE  BEAUTIFUL  HILLS. 


I).  E.  Bbyer. 
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IT 
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)h  !  the  beau-  ti  -  fill  hills  where  the  blesl  have  trod.  Since  the  years  when  the 
We  dream  of  rest  on  the  bean-  ti  -  fill  hills,  Where  the  trav'-ler  shall 
Our     arms  are  weak,  yet  we       would  not  fling     To  our   feet         Uiis 
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-  thers  gaze  from  the  fields  of  (  hid,  On  the 
;ir      the  hum  of      a   thoii-sand  rills  That  wa 


earth  was  new;  Where  our   fa    -  thers  gaze  from  the  fields  of  God,  On  the 
thirst    no  more;     And    we     hear      the  hum  of      a   thou-sand  rills  That  wan- 
load    of     ours;      The  winds  of      spring  to        the        val-leys  sing,  And  the 
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vale 

der 
turf 
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we     are  jour- ney  -  ing  through  ;  We  have  seen  those  hills  in  their 

the  green  glens  o'er;     .     .  We  feel  the  souls  of  the 

re  -  plies  with  flow  -  ers :  And         thus    we  learn,  on  our 
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brightness  rise,   When  the  world  was  black  be- low, 
martyred  men  Who  have  brav'd  the  cold  world's  frown : 
win-trv  wav.    How    a  mieht-ier  arm   eon-trols  : 


M  ■  it 


And  we've  felt      the 
We     can     bear      the 
That   the  breath    of 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  I   ILLS.     Concluded. 
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thrill     of     iin    -  mor-tal    eyes,     In    the  night     of    our  dark- est      woe. 
bur  -  den  which  they  did  then,       Nor      shrink  from  their  thorny       crown. 
God      on    our    lives  will  play,     Till         our      bod  -  ies  bloom  to     souls 
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CHOEVS. 
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Then      sing  fo^  the  beau-ti  -  ful 
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hills, 


That 
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bright  hills, 


bright  li ills. 
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No.  30.   FATHER,  TAKE  ME  BY  THE  HAND. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Smith. 


E.  S.   Hi.  e. 
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1.  Take     me    by       the    band,    my    Fa  -  ther.    For        I       do       not 
'2.  Toil-  some  is         the      way    I'm  tread  -  ing,     Haul     and  rough    the 
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know     the    way;  Night  shades  round  me  quickly    gath  -  er,     Hold  me, 
diz    -    zy  height  ;  Heav  -  y     are      the  mists  o'erspread  -  ing,    And  my 
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else     I      go 
home  is     out       of      sight.  When  I'm  death's  dark  val-ley  near  -  ing, 


stray.     Ma   -   ny    are       the   ills    be  -  tid  -  ing 
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Those  who   tread     the  way    a  -  lone;      Ma  -   ny   are      the  foes     oon- 
And      ap-proach   the   un-tried  land,    With    the  judg-ment  day     ap- 
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FATHER,  TAKE  ME.     Concluded. 
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Bpir  -  ing,        I     would  make  thy  ways   mine     own. 
pear-ing,     Take,    O,      take    me       by       the     hand. 


Fa   -   ther, 
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Fa-  ther,  take,    O,    take     me    by       the    hand,  by    the  hand, 
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else I     can  not  stand.  Fa  -  ther, 

Hold    me,  else        I      can  not,  can  not  stand,  can   not  stand. 
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take      me    by       the     hand,        Hold    me,  else        I      can   not     stand. 
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No.  31.      THROUGH  THE  BLOOD. 


A.  P.  Cobb. 


J.  II.  Fillmore. 


1.  Have  you  touch 'd  the  garments  of     the    ho  -  ly   one?    Are 

2.  Are  vou  walk-ins  dai-  lv  with  vour  Lord  in  view?  Are 


yon  was'n'd  in    the 
you  close    to     his 
!.     Are  you  bring-ing  sin-ners  to     the   sin-ner's  friend?  Does  your  life  tell    of 


0 — 0 — 9—0—0 — 0- 
9^9 — 0—0^0— 0 

"i    I    \mrv 


-•— #- 


f=r=r; 


i — 


Lt: 


E3 


— •— sV^H — &-•- 


V,-- .- 

-- N — \    N^ 


9  0 


0—0 


soul-cleansing  tide  ?  Are  your  sins    for  -  giv  -  en  ?  Do  you   hope  for 

dear  wounded  side?    Do  you    love  your  Sav-ior?  Do  you    seekGod' 

Je-sus  who  died?    Do   vou    have   the  spir-it?  Do  vou  peace  in  - 

-0 — 0- 
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heaven 
s  fa-vox 
her-  it 
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blood,  Thro'  the  blood  of  the  Christ  cru  -  ei  -  fied  !  Are  your  sms  forgiv-en? 

cleansing  blood, 
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THROUGH  THE  BLOOD.    Concluded. 
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I>o  vuii  hope  for  heav-en     Thro' the    bloodof    the  Christ cru-ci  -  fied  ? 
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No.  32.    THOU  ART  MY  SHEPHERD. 


M.   E.   Til  AI.IIKIMER. 


J.  (    KAMER. 
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1.  Thou  arb  my  shep  -  herd,    Car-ingfor    all    my    need,  Thy      lit  -  tic 

2.  If  thou  wilt  guide     me,   Glad-ly   I'll   go   with  thee:    No    harm  can 
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lamb  to  feed.  Trusting  thee  still.         In  the  green  pastures  low,  Where  liv-ing 
come  to    me,    Holding   thy  hand.     And  soon  my   wea- ry   feet,   Safe  in  the 
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wa  -  ters  flow,    Safe     by    thy      side    I      go, 
gold -en  street,  Where  all  who     love  thee  meet,     Re-deemcd  shall  stand. 


Fear-insj   no         ill. 
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No.  33.     LET  YOUR  LIGHT  SHINE. 


C.  H.  G. 


ClIAS.  II.  (Jabriel. 


1.  Let  your  light  shine,  let  your  light  shine,  That  oth -ers  may  be  -  hold  !  lis 

2.  Let  your  light  shine,  let  your  light  shine,  And  shed  its  beams  a  -  broad  ;  T'will 
.'!.   Let  vour  light  shine,  let  vour  light  shine,  That  all    the  world  may  see     Your 
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glow-  ing  rays  per  -  chance  may  bring  Some  wand'  -  rer  to  the  fold  ! 
show  the  world  you're  not  ashamed  Of  Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God. 
works  of    mer-cy       and       of    love,  That    thev    may     fol  -    low     thee. 
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light 
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Let  your  light  shine  out  'mid  the  darkness  on  your  journey,  Let  your  light  brightly 
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shine,  Oh,  let     it  shine;     . 
shine,  Oh,  let     itshine,  bright-ly  shine  ;  It  may  prove  a     bea-con  light  to  some 
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LET  YOUR  LIGHT  SHINE. 


Concluded. 


T~V 
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Let  your  light     .     .     shine,  brightly  shine     . 
trav'ler   in  the  night;  Let  your  light  shine,  let  your  light  bright-ly  shine. 


No.  34. 

S.  H.  C. 


SOME  SWEET  DAY. 
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S.  H.  Chord. 
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1.  Some  sweet  day 

2.  Tri  -   als     here 

3.  Bright  the  dawn 


when 
be  - 


life  is  o'er,  We  shall  meet  a   -  hove, 

low  we  meet,      Sor- row,  pain  and  care, 

of  that  morn,  Night  be  turned  to  day, 
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We     shall  greet  those    gone     be  -    fore,       In       that  home  of      love. 
In       that    hap  -  py     home    so      sweet,     Joy      and  peace  we'll  share. 
Part  -  ed  friends    no      fare  -  wells  know,  Tears      be  wiped  a    -  way. 
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REFRAIN. 


§5 


Seme  sweet  day, 
j2_ _42-  -£■• 


p 


some  sweet  day, 
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Oh  !  that  happy  time  will  be,  some  sweet  day. 
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No.  35.      STAND  LIKE  THE  BRAVE, 


Frank  M.  Davts. 


1.  ()      Christian,  a-wake, 

2.  What-ev-er  thy    dan 

3.  The     cause  of  thy    Mas 

4.  Pass      on,  nev-er  doubt 


rJzzH:r:q:=:n-=F 
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'tis  the  Master's  command,  With  helmet  and  shield 

-  ger,  take  heed  and  beware.  And  turn  not  thy  back, 
-ter  with  vig-or    de  -  fend,    Be  watchful,  be  zeal- 

-  ing,  thy  Captain    is     near,  AYith  grace  to  supply 
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and     a  sword  in  thy  hand ;  To    meet  the  bold  tempter   po,   fear-less-ly    go, 
for    no     ar-mor  is     there  ;  The     le-gions  of  darkness  if  thou  wouldst  o'erthrow, 
ous,  and  fight  to  the   end ;  Wher-ev  -  er     he    leads  thee  go,  val-iant- ly    go, 
and  with  comfort   to    cheer ;  His  love  like  a  stream  in    the   des-ert  will  How, 


^m 


And  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the 
Then  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the 

And  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the 
Then  stand  like  the  brave  with  thy  face  to  the 
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toe. 
foe. 

foe. 
foe. 


Stand 


like  the 


Stand  like  the  brave, 
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brave, 


Stand 


like  the  brave. 


Stand  like  the  brave,   Stand  like  the  brave,     Stand  like  the  brave, 


pJ-|:|J 


Stand  like  the 


STAND  LIKE  THE  BRAVE.     Concluded. 
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brave  with  thy  face    to    the     foe,    Stand  like  the  brave,  like  the  brave. 

stand  like  the  brave,  like  the  brave. 
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No.  36. 


GOD  HOLDS  THE  KEY. 

J.    II.    FlIXMORE. 


f 

1.  God    holds      the     key        of  all         un-known.  And       I 

L'.  What     if         to  -  nior- row's  cures    were  lure     With  -  out 

3.  The      ver    -     y      dim  -  ness  of        my    sight  Makes    me 

4.  I           can        not    read       his  fut  -    ure    plan,     But      this 
o.  E   -   noughjthis    cov  -  ers  all        my   want,    And      so 


-f^m^ 


am 

its 


glaa; 

rest  ? 
cure ; 

know, 

rest  ; 


If  oth    -    er  hands  should  hold 

I'd  ra   -    ther    he       un  -   lock 

For,  grop  -  ing    in       my      mist 

I  have     the  smil  -  ing        of 

For  what       I      can      not       he 


the  key,      Or  if  he  trust  -  ed 

the  day,  And  as  the  doors  swing 

y    way,         I  feel  his  hand —    I 

his  face,  And  all  the        rof  -    uge 

can    see,  And  in  his  care       I. 


to     me,        I       might 
0    -      pen  say,   "  My      will 

hear     him  say,   "  My      help 
of        his  grace,  While  here 

soon    shall   he        For  -   ev   - 


sad, 

best, 

sun-, 
low, 

blest. 


I      might     he 


My      will 
My      help 
While    here 
For   -   ev 


be 


best." 

sure." 

low. 

blest. 
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No.  37.    AS  THY  DAYS  THY  STRENGTH. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


W.    T.    GlKKK. 


1.  "As    thy     days       thy  strength  shall  be,' 

2.  "As    thy     days       thy  strength  shall  be,' 

3.  "As    thy     clays       thy  strength  shall  be," 


On  -  ly 
Soon  the 
Wea-  rv 

-a* 


trust       and    fol  -   low 
shad    -  ows    all     will 

child,      but    trust     in 


me;        Words    of         hope  and 

lee;        Then,   tho'      ways  be 

me ;"         It         is         such  a 


com  -  fort 

rough   and 

lit  -    tie 


cares         at     Je  -    bos'      feet, 
will  be    rec  -    on  -    ciled ; 

shin    -    ing  gates      of        day ; 


Who     the       mes  -  sage  speaks   to 

For      his       love  is     lull     and 

Work    and      pray        till  heav'n  you 


thee,       "As      thy       days  thy  strength      shall         be." 

free,         By      his       hand  he  lead         -      eth  thee, 

see,         "As      thy       days  thy  strength      shall         be." 


No.  38.     HE  WILL  GUIDE  THEE  HOME. 


M.  W.  N. 


Mll.u  w.  Netheecutt. 


s 

0    D 
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1.  llo  is  waiting  to-day,  harden  not  your  hearts;  He  is  pleading  for  yon,  Come,  0 

2.  Come,  ( '  comej  weary  one,  to  the  fountain  free,  He  is  pleading with  yon,  ( 'oiue,  I ) 

3.  Hear  him  calling  to-dav,  gently  calling  you,    He  is  pleading  with  joo,  Come,  0 
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come!  (0  come.)  Sinner,  list  to  the  call  of  your  Lord  and  King,  He's  waiting  to 
come!  Thou  shalt  drink  of  the  wa-ter    of    life  and  live,  He's  waiting  to 

come!  I>o  not  slight  his  dear  voice,  he  is  calling  now,  He's  waiting  to 
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guide  thee  home.  He's  waiting  to-day,  yes,  waiting  to-day.  He's  waiting  to  guide  thee 
guide  thee  home.  Yes,  drink  from  the  fountain  flowing  so  free,  He's  waiting  to  guide  thee 
guide  thee  home.  He's  calling  to-dav,  yes,  call-in;:  to-day.  He's  waiting  to  guide  thee 

K  \ 
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home ;  Sinner,  list  to  the  call  of  your  Lord  and  King.  He's  waiting  to  guide  thee  home, 
home  ;  He  will  lead  you  to  pastures  of  IW-ing truth,  He's  waiting  to  guide  thee  home. 
home;  He  is  calling  to-day,  harden  not  jour  hearts,  lie's  waiting  to  guide  thee  home. 


No.  39, 


SALVATION  BELLS. 


John  McPherson. 


^ 


1.  Oh,  how  sweet  -  ly 

2.  As     we     all      now 
8.  Oh,    let  each     one 

fc      l 

at 


sound    the 

to       our 

feel       thy 


Sab-bath  school  bells,They  call  our  minds 
class -es  shall  <jo,  We  have  not  come 
pres-enee     to  -  day,     Be      in     each   song) 
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from  earth's  cares  an  dills,  And  tell       of     a     Sav  -    ior     so  good     and 

here   to     make     a  show,     But  learn  more  and  more     of    our   Sav-    ior,  friend, 

hear  each  prayer  we  say;  And  when  the  dark  shades  of     the    end  draws  near, 

I         l  *       #       -*■ 


¥=F 


#— * 


=£=^ 


v-v- 


CHORUS. 
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Do  you  know,  my  lit  -  tie  friends,  he  died  for  you  ' 
That  we  all  may  reign  with  him  when  life  shall  end. 
Feel  we've  followed  thy  sweet  voice  and  ways  o  sdear. 


Yes,    glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le- 


SALVATION  BELLS.    Concluded. 
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here  Ins  prais-es    sine 


am    hap  -  py       as         a     child      can 
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For       I       know  my     Sav  -  ior    died     to      set     iue      free,    (set    me  free) 
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No.  40.      MY  SHEPHERD  LEADS. 


McNamaba. 


^ 


W.  T.  GifpB. 
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1.  I5v       wa 

2.  The      ten 

3.  The     heat 

4.  More     of 

5.  Dear  She]) 


ters 
der 
of 
his 
lerd, 


cool     and     sweet, 
verd  -  ure  springs 
burn  -  ing     noons 
love     and       care 
if      from      thee 


1  g?.  ■ 


Ironi    liv  -  ing  fountains     fed, 

And  blossoms  where  we  stray; 

Is      tempered  to     my    need ; 

I     learn  from  day    to      day, 

My     err  -  ing  feet  should  rove, 


My  Shep-herd  leads  my  ea    -    ger    feet 
And    at    each  step    my  glad  heart  sings, 
And    all    his  wise  -  ly     giv  -    en  boons 
And  more  of    his   rich  boun  -  ty  share, 
Oh,  chide  me  kind-ly,     ten  -  der  -  ly, 


To     fresb-er  meads  a  -  head. 

So  sweet    I     liud  the    way. 

Are  mine  be  -  fore    1    plead. 

As        by    his    side     1       stay. 

And  bring  me  back  in     love. 
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No.  41.    WHEN  WE  ALL  GET  HOME. 


Laxjba  E.  Newell. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 


N     ft,  J  4-, 


1.  When  we 

2.  When  we 

3.  When  we 


all  get  home,  When  we 
all  get  home,  When  we 
all    get  home,  When  we 


9 

all   get  home.    Oh,  the  morning  Star, 

all    get  home,    Those  we  lov'd  so  clear, 
all    get  home,  None  may  know  the  (lav 


With  its  rad-iant  beams,  Sheds  its 
Who  were  called  be-yond,  While  we 
Nor    the     hour  when  we    Shall  be 


r 

light    a  -  far  ; 

tar  -  ried  here, 

called  a  -  way  ; 


It    will  lead  us     on 
We  shall  meet  and  greet 
But    if     true  to  Christ, 


To     the    realms  of      day,  Where  no    tears  may  fall,  When  we  all    get     home. 

By     the  great  white   throne,  And  God's  praise  re-peat,  When  we  all    get     home. 

When  his    word  shall  come,  We  will      bless  the  day,  When  he  calls  us     home. 


WHEN  WE  ALL  GET  HOME.    Concluded. 

Repeat  PP  last  time. 
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Ev  -  er  1 1 raise 


the  Lord, 
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Kv  -  cr  praise  the  Lord,  When  we    all    get  home. 
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When  we     all       get        home. 
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No.  42. 

II.  F.  Lyte. 


ABIDE  WITH  ME. 


Arr.  by  W.  H.  Monk. 
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1.  A  -  bide  with 

2.  I       need  thy 

3.  Hold  thou  thy 


i 

me ! 
pres 
cross 
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fast 

ence 

be  - 

1- 
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falls  the    e  -  ven 
ev  -  'ry   pass-ing 


fore  my  clos-ing 


■  tide, 
hour ; 
eyes  ; 


The  dark-ness 
What  but  thy 
Shine  thro'  the 
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fail  and  com-forts  ilee,    Help  of    the  help-less,  Oh,    a  -  bide  with 
guide  and  stay  can    be?  Thro' cloud  and  sunshine,  Oh, 
earth's  vain  shadows    flee,     In    life,  in  death,  O 


a  -  bide  with 
Lord,  a  -  bide  with 


inc. 
me. 
me. 


No.  43.  HEAVEN  ENOUGH  FOR  ME. 


M.  M.  L. 


M.  M.  Lrz.VDKR.  Arr.  by  W.  T.  G. 


1.  When     I     reach  the  gold-en  shore  be-yond  the  sea,         (o  -  ver  there), 

2.  I'll      go  march-ing  down  the  streets  all  paved  with  gold,  lo  -  ver  there), 

3.  There  I'll     sing     rc-deem-ing  love  that  saved  mv  soul,      (o  -  ver  there), 
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When  the  beau-ti  -  ful  gates  shall  swing  a  -  jar  for  me  (o  -  ver  there)  ; 
With  the  glit-ter  -  ing,  hap  -  py  throng  I  soon  shall  be  (o  -ver  there); 
What  a    glo  -  ri  -  ous  song  of     tri-umph  that  will  be         (o  -  vei  there  i ; 
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As       I    pass     the     por  -  tals  bright  and  fair,  my     song  then  shall  be, 
All    my  loved  ones  gone    be  -  fore      I     soon  shall  find       o  -  ver  there. 
From  his  place    up  -  on     the  throne  he'll  cast       a  smile  down  on     me. 


I'm  re-deemed !  Oh,  that  will 
Praise  the  Lord !  Oh,  that  will 
Praise  the  Lord!     Oh,   that    will 

-&-  -T-M * ^ r*- 


be  heav'n  e-nough  for  me. 
be  heav'n  e-nough  for  me. 
be  heav'n     e-nough    for         me. 


HEAVEN  ENOUGH  FOR  ME.  Concluded. 

CHORUS.  IN 

WE 
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That  will    be     heav'n     ....  e-nough  for   me, 

That  will  be  heav'n      enough,  yes,  heav'n  enough  for  me, 
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That  will  be     heav'n e-nough  for   me,! 

That  will  be  heav'n    enough,  yes,  heav'n  e-nough  for  me, 
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That  will  be     heav'n e-nough  for    me ; 

That  will  be  heav'n  e-nough,yes,  heav'n  e-nough  for  me ; 
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Praise  the  Lord !    for     that     will        be    heav'n    e-nough     for       me. 
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No.  44. 

Rev.  G.  W.  Crofts 

ft 


OUR  JEWELS. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Heav'n  is  gath'ringup  our   jewels,  Brightest  jewels  that  we  own  ;  There  they 

2.  As     we  look  may  we  not  see  them,  Like  the  stars  <  if  ev'Ding  shine,   Far  a  - 

3.  There  no  harm  shall  ev  -  er  reach  them,  Nor  the  burden  of     a    sigh  ;  Sorrows 
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shine  in  wondrous  splendor.  Adding  kis  -  ter  to  its  throne. 
bove  these  earthly  shadows,  In  their  beauty  all  di-vine, 
shall  not  gather  'round  them,  Like  the  clouds  that  veil  the  sky. 

:£\j2.  a.'*,  "El        ii«^ 
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Christ 
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Christ  is     coming,  Christ 
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Christ  is    com-ing,  Gath'ring  up  his  pre     -     cious      gems,  Plac-ing 

is  com-ing,  He's  gath'ring  up  his  precious  gems, 
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them     to       shine  for-ev-er,     .     .     .In    his    royal   di  -  a   -  dems. 
them  to  shine     for      -      ev-er,  for-ev-er,  roy      -       al     di-a-dems. 
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No.  45. 

W.  T.  GlFFE. 


A  SONG  OF  FAITH. 


Jas.  L.  Orr. 


fes^si 
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1.  I  know  that  my    Ke-deein-er  lives,  Althougli  he  died  on    Cal-va-   ry  ; 

2.  I  know  that  my    Ke-deem-er  lives   And  that  he  reigns  with  God  a-bove; 
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I  know    no   oth  -  er    love   so  great  As  that  which  Je-sus  showed  for  me. 
1   know  that     I    may  prais9  him  there,   If      I      ac-cept  re-deem-ing  love. 
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I  know  that    I     can  ne'er  re  -  pay   The  debt  of    love     I     owe    to     him  ; 

I  know,     I     foul  that    lie  will  hear  And  wash  mv  ev-'rv    sin-ful    stain; 
.*.  .  .A    JL    .A    -fi-.JL    J2-    A    A  •  A    A    A 
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And   in     his    mer-cy     I    will  trust  And  plead  de-liv'rance  from  my    sin. 
So      I'll  sing    on    and  humbly  trust    In  Christ,  the  Lamb  for  sin-ners  slain. 
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No.  46. 


GOD  BLESS  MY  BOY. 


Andante.  Inscribed  to  my  sister,  Mrs.  ISonj.  Kenjon. 

With  expression.     I>uet.     Sop.  &  Tenor. 


Ki:.\nk  M.  Davis. 


^f  I        I        l~ 


1.  When  Bhin-iag  stars  their   vig-ils  keep,  And  all  the  world  is  hushed  in  sleep, 

2.  I       know  not  where  his  head  may  lie,    Perchance  beneath  the  <•  -  pen  sky; 

3.  As  pass  the  days,  the  months  and  years,  With  all  the  change,  the  hopes  and  fears, 

4.  And    when    at    last  his    work    is    o'er,  And  earth-ly   toil  shall  be    no  more, 
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'Tis     then  I  breathe  this  prayer  so  deep,  God  bless      my    boy    to  -     night. 

But     this      I  ween,  God's  watchful  eye     Can     see       my    boy    to  -     night. 

God,  make  each  step  of       du  -  ty  clear,    And  keep      his     hon-or  bright. 

May     an -gels  guide  him    to    the  shore,  Where  there  shall  be   no  night. 
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God  bless  my  boy,    O,  bless  my  boy,      And  keep     .     .        his  foot-steps  right; 

And  keep 
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God  bless  my  boy,   O,    bless  my  boy,  God    save  my  boy  to  -  night. 

O,  save  to-night. 
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No.  47.    ANYWHERE  MY  SAVIOR  LEADS. 


F.  M.  I). 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  A-  ny-where  the  bless-ed    Sav-ior  leads     me 

2.  A  -  ny-where  the  bless-ed    Savior  leads    me 

3.  A  -  ny-where  the  bless-ed    Sav-ior  leads    me 
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tli is  dark -some 
be     joy       if 

doth    all       my 
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vale      be   -  low, 

he        is  near; 

needs   sup  -  ply ; 
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Tho'  it  be  thro'  ways  of  toil  and  dan  -  ger, 
A  -  ny-where  with  Je  -  sus  there  is  safe  -  ty, 
I  could  nev-er   live  with-out    his  pres-ence, 
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Gladly  with  him     I    will      go. 

Naught  of  ill  have     I      to        fear. 

Nor  without  liim  could  I      die. 


A -ny where,    a -ny where     in  this 
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vale   be  -  low, 
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A  -ny where  my  Sav-ior  leads  me   I      will      go. 
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No.  48. 


OLD  TIMES. 


Andante 

"l  1*4  •  is 
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D.  Et   Buyer. 
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1.  There's  a  sweet,  sweet   song      on    the  slum-b'rous     air    That  drifts  thro' the 

2.  There's  a  shade      of      grief      in    this    old-time    song   That  sobs  on    the 

3.  Ah!     we  heard      it       first      at     the  dawn    of       dav,       It  min-gled  with 


vale      of    dreams;  It  comes  from    a  clime  where  the  ros  -  es  were, 

slum-b'rous     air,  And  lone  -    li  -  ness  felt       in    the  fest-ive  throng, 

mat  -  in  chimes;  But  long  years  have  distanced  that  wondrous  lav, 

♦3 


It  comes  from  a  clime  where  the  ros  -  es  were,  The  tune  -  ful 
And  lone  -  li  -  ness  felt  in  the  fest  -  ive  throng,  That  fills  the 
But      long  years  have  distanced  that    won-drous     lay,     The      ca  -  dence 
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heart    and  the  bright  brown  hair,  That     ri  -  valed  morn-  ing    beams. 

soul       as      it  floats     a   -    long,  From  climes  where  ros   -  es       were. 

com  -  eth  from  far      a    -    way;  We      call       it       now    Old    Times. 
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No.  49.    I  HAVE  NO  FRIEND  LIKE  JESUS. 


M.  M.  L. 


M.   M.    LUZADER. 
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1.  I     have  no  friend  like  Je    -  sus 

2.  I    need  no  friend  but  Je    -  bus, 

3.  When  earthly  friends  forsake  me 

4.  I'll     trust  no    one   but   Je    -  sus 


To  stand  up    by  my   side; 

I     lean  up  -  on  his    arm; 

And  leave  me  lone  and  sad, 

To  guide  me    all  the    way; 


He     is  my  friend  and  broth 

He  keeps  me   safe    from  dan 

Then  Je  -  sus  comes     to    cheer 

He'll  keep  me     in        the  sun  - 


r 


-  er,  My  Sav  -  ior  and     my  guide. 

ger,  And  shields  me  from    all  harm. 

me,  His  pres-ence  makes  me  glad, 

shine  That  leads    to    end  -  less  day. 


No   friend,  no    friend, 

No  friend,  no  friend 
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I    have  no  friend  like   Je    -     sus, 


1    *   V 

No    friend, 
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friend,  no  friend, 


er  friend  like  Je 
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No.  50.      CHILDREN  OF  HEAVEN. 


Ar.  by  K.  A.  (',. 


R.  A.  Glenn. 
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1.  I       love    to  think  of  the  chil-dren,    The  lit- tie  ones  gath-ered  in, 

2.  I      love    to  think  of  the  chil-dren  That  walk  with  their  ti  -  ny    feet 

3.  Oh,  far  -  off  kingdom  of    glo  -  ry,    That  bless-ed      a  -  bode  of     love, 
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Thro'  the  gates  of  the  beau-ti  -  ful  cit  -  y,  All  safe  from  sorrow  and 
'Long  the  side  of  the  ev  -  er-green  mountain,  Where  lurks  do  poi-son  nor 
There  King  Je  -  sus  will  gath-er    his  chil-dren  To  those  bright  mansions ; 
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In    fan  -  cy    I  hear  them  sing-ing,    As    o  -  ver  the  fields  they  go, 
Sweet  children  there  live  in  splendor    Of    hap-pi— ness  freed  from  sin  ; 
Blest  home  of  enfranchised  spir- its,  How  hap-py  we,    if   from  sin 


-9 

I 
The 

iiow 

We 


^m 


•4=^ 


tt=5=fc 


9 — &- 


■£- 


-&-.     -0-j 


-&—  *-LP 


P^H* — 
hF      1 


-V--* 


-N~N 


H — ^— I I- — K  -J- 

— 0  ~0—0 0—0-*-% 

-O-  -0-  -0"    -0-  -0-     9 


\ 


5=£ 


0—0 


beau-ti  -  ful  fields  of  sweet  E-den,  Where  the  streams    of     de-light  ev  -  er    flow, 
gracious  the  plan, and  how  tender    Je-sus  gath-ers   the  lit  -  tie  ones   in. 
safe  -  ly  es-cape    to  be  welcomed  With  the  good  children  safe  gathered  in. 
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No.  51.      THE  JERICHO  SERVICE. 


F.  M.  D. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  The  (Jreat    Phy  -  si-cian     on  Jor  -  i  -  cho's  road     Is      hold  -  ing        a 

2.  The  *ireat    Phy  -  si-cian     in  mer  -  cy  will  heal     All    those   who      be- 

3.  The  Great    Phy  -  si-cian     is  pass -ing  this  way,    Oh,     why    will     von 

-4— T- A 


~  : 


£E£t$± 


A IV- 


~d 9r 

Si j_ 


-N— V-V 


'w — 9     m     w 


serv-iee    to  -  day,       And     ninl  -  ti  -  tudes    of     the    poor  and  the  blind 
liev-  ing  will     go;       Their   sins     tho'    red    and    like    sear  -  let  may  be, 
lin  -  ger  and    wait?       Be    healed    to-day,  join     the    sane  -  ti  -  tied  throng, 


V    V    V 


Are  crowding  the  great  high  -  way. 
Yet  they  shall  be  white  as  snow. 
Ere     it    shall  be  said,  "Too     late." 


Are  you,  my  broth-er,    a-mongthe 


1st  time. 
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number  That's  crowding  the  great  high-way?     there    to      be  healed  to  -  day? 
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No.  52.     BRING  BEAUTIFUL  LILIES. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 

3HB 


(Easter  Song.) 


\V.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  Bring  ye    the  beau-ti-ful    lil-ies,  Garland  the  cross  with  their  bloom ; 
'_'.  Bring  to     his  shrine  your  ob  -  Ia-tions,         Of  -  fer  your  tributes  and  sing ; 
o.  Bring  ve    tlie  beau-ti-ful     lil-ies,  Del  -  i  -  cate,  fragrant  and  pure ; 
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be  bath  ris  -  en  !    O     bloss-oms, 
Great  is     the  Lord  who  is     ris  -  en  ; 
Lay  them  in    love  on     the    al  -  tar, 
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z? 


--£- 


\  ield  now  your  rich  -  est  per-fnme. 

Won-der-ful,  Coun-sel-lor,  King  ! 

For  his  groat  love  shall  en  -  dure. 


Christians,  sing  loud  your  ho-san-nas, 
Dark  were  the  hours  of  his  anguish, 
There  in    the  kingdom    of  heaven, 


Haste  with  your  tributes  and  sing 
Nat- ure  was  shrouded  in  gloom, 
Joy  -  ful  we'll  greet  him  some  day, 
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Praia-es     t<>  him  who  bath  triumphed, 
But    he  hath  scattered  the  dark-ness, 
He  who  in    triumph  hath  ris  -  en, 


Come,  and  rare  of  -  for  -  ings  bring. 
Je  -  sus     is    ris'n  from  the   tomb. 
There  we  will  praise  hiru  for     aye. 


BRING  BEAUTIFUL  LILIES.    Concluded. 

];    CHORUS. 
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(Had  -ly  pro-long  your  ho-san-nas ;         Je  -  sus    is     ris'n  from  the  tomb. 
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No.  53. 


HAPPY  THOUGHTS. 


-elected  by  Laura  Richards. 

Slow. 
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C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  How  sweet  and  soothing  is  the  tho't,     As  here    on  earth    we  roam, 

2.  That  we   can  look  beyond  and  feel,  Tho'  earth-ly    ties     do  sev-er  ; 

3.  Our  parents  watch  with  loving    eyes,  To     see  their  ehil -dren         come, 
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So   wea- ry,  faint  and  suf- fer-ing,  "  This  world  is     not  our 

That  we   shall  meet  our  loved  and  gone,    Be-yond  the   mys     -      tic 

As  one     by  one  they  cross  the  Hood,  And  reach  their  heav'n  -    ly 
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home." 
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home. 
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No.  54. 

A.  J.  S. 


W.  C.  T.  U.  SONG. 


A.  J.  Snow  alter. 
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1.  Ma-ny  are 

2.  Ma  -  ny  are 

3.  Ma-ny  are 

4.  Ma-ny  are 

5.  Ma-  ny  are 


the  homes  that  arc  dark 
the  moth  -  ers  a  -  wake 
the  sis  -  ters  a  -  lone 
the  hus- bands  a  -  way 
the  pray'rs  that  as  -  cend 
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to -night,  Blighted     by  the 

to-night,    Pray-ing  for  the 

to-night,  Dread-ing  lest  the 

to-night,  Drinking    of  the 

to-night,    Call-ing  for  the 


one ; 

news  may  come, 

cup  of      death 

help  di  -  vine ; 


Ma  -  ny     are  the  hearts  that 
Fear-ing  that  the     de  -  mon 
Tell-ing    of     the  drunkard's 
Ma  -  ny     are  the  wives  that 
Ma  -  ny     are  the  hands  that 


sad-den  at  the  sight, 
with  his  pow'rto  blight, 
sad  and  aw  -  ful  plight, 
wa  -  ken  with  af-fright, 
bat  -  tie  for  the  right, 
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RK  TRAIN. 
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for    the  end    to  come. 


Long 

Has    the  aw  -  ful  work  be  -  gun. 
Dy-  ing  far     a-  way  from  home. 
Shrink-ing from  the  hat-ed  breath. 
Plead-ing  for  your  boy  and  mine. 
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<)    God   of  heav'n, make  bare  thine  arm,  And 
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stop  the  aw-ful  fiend  from  peop-ling  hell ;  Give  us  strength  to  stay  his  hand,  Drive  the 
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W.  C.  T.  U.  SONG.    Concluded. 
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mon-ster  from  t  lie  land,  That  we    in     safe-ty   once   a  -  gain  may  dwell. 
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No.  55. 


COME,  LITTLE  ONE. 


R.  A.   EVILSIZER. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  Come,    lit  -  tie       one,    with  your      even  -  ing  pray'r,  Kneel-ing 

2.  Pray      for     a       heart    that       is       clean    and    pure,     Pray     for 

3.  Ask     him    to      bless      ev'  -  ry       good     true  friend,    Ask     him 
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low  at  your  moth  -  er's  chair;  Come,  meek  -  ly  clasp -ing 
love  that  is  strong  and  sure;  Pray  to  be  gen  -  tic- 
keep    you       mi  -    til       the      end;     Trust     in        his  kind  -  ness 
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dim  -  pled     hands,  Je 

good     and     true.  Ask 

love,   dear    child,  Je  ■ 
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sus  loves  chil  -  dren  and  un 

for    his  bless- ing    to     rest      on 

sus,  the  Christ-chihl,  was  meek  and 
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No.  56. 


OUT  OF  CHRIST. 


F.  M.  D. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Out      of  Christ,  without      a     Sav- ior,       Oh,     can     it,  can     it      be! 

2.  Out      of  Christ,  without      a     Sav- ior,     Lone-  ly    and  dark  the  way, 

3.  Out       of  Christ,  without      a     Sav- ior,       No     help   or     ref-uge  nigh, 
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Like  a  ship  without  a  rud-der,  On  a  wild  and  storm-y  sea. 
With  no  light,  no  hope  in  Je-sus,  Making  bright  the  cheerless  day. 
How  can  you,  O  friend  and  brother,   Dare    to    live    or   dare     to    die. 
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Oh,   to     be   with-out      a     Sav-ior,    With     no  hope  or     ref-uge  nigh 
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Can    it    be,    O      bless-ed    Sav-ior,      One  without  thee  dare    to    die? 
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No.  57.     FIND  IN  CHRIST  YOUR  REST. 


F.  M.  P. 


Frank  M.  Pa  vis. 


1.  Ye  tempt  -  ed,  troub-led,  sore  -  ly  tried,  By  sins  and  woes  op  -  prest, 
'1.  When  waves  of  sor  -  row  sweep  the  soul,  And  life  seems  all  tm  -  blest ; 
.'>.   When  as         a     wea  -    rv  dove  would  seek    Its    na-tive  heath  and  nesl, 
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There  is  a  Rock,  a  Ref  -  uge  nigh,  Come  find  in  Christ  your  rest. 
When  joy  and  peace  is  vain  -  ly  sought.  Then  find  in  Christ  your  rest. 
Look   upward  with    the     eye      of      faith  And  find  in  Christ  your  rest. 


Find     in  Christ  your  rest,  Find      in  Christ  your  rest, 

your  rest,  your  rest, 
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There   is      a    Rock,      a     Ref-uge  nigh,  Come  find      in  Christ  your  rest. 
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No.  58.    GOD  BLESS  THE  LITTLE  ONES. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 

Tenderly. 


F.  W.  Westhoff. 


1.  God   bless 

2.  God    bless 

3.  God    bless 


lit 
lit 
lit 
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tie  ones, 
tie  ones, 
tie  ones, 


ten  -  der  -  ly  bless, 
keep  them  each  day, 
ten -der  -  lv   bless, 

I 
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All     of     the 
Safe  from  temp- 
They  are    his 
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sea* 
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lambs  of     the  fold  ; 
ta-  tion's  dark  snare  ; 
jew  -  els     so  bright ; 
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Lead  them  in    safe  -  ty  past  earth's  wil  -  der-  ness, 

Dry  all    the  tears    that  may  dim  their  bright  eyes, 

Keep  their  hearts  pure,  Hie  while  life  shall  en  -  dure, 
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CHORUS. 
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Home  to  the  cit  -  y 
Help  them  their  tri  -  als 
Then  bear  them  home  to 


of 
to 
the 


gold, 
bear, 
lisrlit. 
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1.                                  J 
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God  bless  the    lit   -    tie  ones,  Guide 
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them  in     love 


1     I  m 
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Home  to  the    sun  -  ny  land,  Safe,  safe     a  -  bove. 
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in  love 
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a-bove. 


No.  59.     BEAUTIFUL  HOME-LAND. 


Jessie  H.  Brown. 


MlLO  W.  NETIIERCUTT. 
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1.  Beau-ti  -ful  home-land,  home  of    the   blest,        Sweet  is     thy     ma -sic, 

2.  Crown  of     re  -    joic-ing, crown  of    the    pare,  To-ken  of       «lo  -  ry 

3.  Glo-ri-fied      Sav  -  ior,  Sav- ior    di  -  vine,        Thou  hast  re- deemed  me, 
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Oft-en  I  whis  -  per,  dream -ing  of 
Oft -en  I  whis  -  per,  dream  -  ing  of 
Oft  -  en      I    whis  -  per,     lean  -  ing    on 
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calm  is     thy 
end-less  and 

now    I      am 


rest ; 
sure ; 
thine; 


thee, 
thee, 
thee, 
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Beau-ti  -  ful  home-land,  art  thou  for    me  i 

Crown  of   re  -  joie-  in^,  art  thou  for    me  ? 

Glo-ri  -  fied  Sav-ior,    thou  art  for    me  ! 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful  home-land, 
Beau-ti- ful  home         -  land, 


Beau-ti-  ml  home  of  the 
fade         -       less  and 


soul, 
fair ; 


Beau-ti  -  ful  home  -  land,  Shall  I 
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No.  60.     I'M  A  PILGRIM  GOING  HOME. 


Frank  M. 


1.  I      am    on    my    pil-grim  jour  -  ney ;    Ere 

2.  was   lost,  but   Je 


reach    the    nar-row    sea, 
sus  found  me,  Taught  my  heart  to    seek  his    face; 
Now  my  soul,  with  rapt-ure  glow-ing,    SingB  a  -loud  with  pard'ning  love; 
4.     1    shall  yet     be -hold  my   Sav  -  ior    When  the  day      of     life    is     o'er; 
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I  would  tell  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry,  M  hat  the  Lord  has  done  for  me. 
From  a  wild  and  lone-ly  des  -  ert,  Bro't  me  to  his  fold  by  grace. 
Looks  be -yond     a    world  of     sor  -  row      To      a      pilgrim's  home  a-bove. 

I    shall  cast     my  crown  be  -  fore   him     And  shall  praise  him  ev-er-more. 
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Glo  -  ry,    glo 
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ry    hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,    Tho'   a    stran  -  per  here    I     roam, 
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I     am     on       my    way  to     Zi  -  on,    I'm     a      pil-grim    go-inghome. 
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No.  61.     GATHER  THE  LOST  ONES  IN. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


Frank   M.   Davis. 


1.  Gath-er  the  lost  ones 

'J.  Gath-er  the  lost  ones 

:;.  Gath-er  the  lost  ones 

•I.  Gath-er  the  Inst  ones 

■#.    *■  'f.  f-      f- 
—0—0 0— 


in, 
in, 
in, 


Wan-der - ing  here    and  then-, 

Gath-er    the  voung  and  old; 

Think  of    the  beasts   of  prey; 

Gath-er    from  all        a    -  larms 
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Down   in     the  deep 

Shel-  ter  them  ere 

Some  of     the  flock 

In  -  to     the  fold 

-0-    -0-    -0-    •*• 
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ra  -    vines           Or     on     the  mountains     bare, 
the      night,        Safe    in     the  Shep-herd's   fold, 
are      safe,         What  of     the  part        a    -    stray? 
of       love,            In  -  to      the  Sav  -  ior's     arms. 
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cnonrs. 
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Gath       - 
( rather  them  in 
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-   er  them  in, 
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gather  them  in, 


Out  of  the  haunts  of  sin,  Gather  them 
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in, Whithersoever  they've  been,  Gather  the  lost  ones    in 

Gather  them  in,  gather  them  in, 
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No.  62.  CHRISTIAN  BATTLE  SONG. 


W.  T.  G. 

With  I'litlmsi.'iMii. 
JV_JS_JV_ 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 


1.  Send     a  shout       a-  long    the   line,  Re  -    in  -  force-ments  com-ing  ! 

2.  See,     the   foe        is     fal  -  t'ring  now  !     Truth    has  vanquished  er  -  ror! 

3.  Lift  your  heads,  ve  gold  -  en   gates,     Comes   the  King     of     glo  -    ry  ! 


'Round  Iin-man-uel's  ban-ner     See  them  bravely  thronging.  Fierce  the  bat -tie 
Foiled    are     Sa- tan's  fore  -  es,  Back  they  fly      in    ter  -  ror.     Forward  now,  in y 
All        ye    hap-py    an  -  gels,  Join    to   tell   the   sto  -  ry,      Je  -  sus,  our    Re- 
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ra  -  ges,  Strong  the  hosts  of  sin ; 
broth-ers,  Shout  it  down  the  line  ! 
deem  -  er,       Tri  -  umphs  o    -   ver   sin. 


But      our  great  Com-mand  -  er 
Re  -    in-force-ments  com  -  ing! 
Ring     the  bells      of  heav  -  en, 


v^ 


&=* 


Fine.      CHORUS 


D.  S.  io?){7     avd  fierce    the     con  -    itict, 


.Vatz 


D.  S. 
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Will  the  vic-t'ry    win. 

See  their  ar-mor  shine  !     Shout !  shout  the  vie  -  to  -  ry,     Vic-t'ry  o  -  ver  sin  ; 

Glo  -  ry     be     to  Him  ! 
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No.  63.  IS  MY  NAME  WRITEN  THERE? 


W.  T.  (iiri'K. 


-A- 


1.  In  the  Lamb's  book    of       life     that    is  kept       in  heav-en,  Arc 

2.  All  the  good     that       1         do  is         there      re-cord-ed,         And  in 

3.  Tho'  my    life     may      be  fraught     with       tri  -    als  lear-ful,  I      can 
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writ-ten  the  names  of  those  for-giv  -  en ;  Is  my  name  writ-ten  there? 
heav-en  by  this  I'll  be  re-ward- ed  ;  Is  my  name  writ-ten  there? 
bear  with  it      all,  and  my  heart  be  cheer-f ul,  If  my  name's  writ-ten  there. 
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In     the  Lamb's  book     of       life, 

>      >      IS       I 
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Is       rav     name     writ-ten  there? 
\  m  ^ 
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No.  64. 


THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE. 


Campbell. 

Moderate 


N.  Campbell. 


But,  with  Je-sus  for  our  Pi  -  lot,  We  will  safe-ly  reach  the  shore 
And  the  gen-tle  breez  -  es  whis-per,  As  we're  drifting  to  the  shore, 
Yet    by  faith  in  Christ,  our  Captain,  We  will  reach  the  heav'nly  shore ; 


Pfe3 


Of  that  bright  and  hap  -  py  country,  When  our  voy  -  ag-  ing 

Oh,  the  time     is    fast     approaching  When  our  voy  -  ag-  ing 

Then  we'll  join  the  glad     ho-san  -  nas  When  our  voy  -  ag-  ing 
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oer. 
o'er, 
o'er. 
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THE  VOYAGE  OF  LIFE.    Concluded. 


CHORUS. 
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Sail  -  ing       on,  sail  -  ing     on, 

we're  sail-inp     on,  we're  sail  -  ing    on, 
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Sail  -  ing      on 


zst 
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sail  -  ing      on, 
we're  sail-ing     on,  we're  sail-ing     on, 
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Yes,  the  faith-ful  still      are  with  us,  And   we  soon  will  reach  the  shore 
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Of  that  bright  and  hap-  py  country,  When  our  voy-ag-  ing    is     o'er. 
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No.  65.     DOVES  TO  THEIR  WINDOWS. 


W.  A.  O. 

Effective  as  a  Solo. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  As  doves  to  their  windows  we're  coming  to   thee,  The  nier  -  it   of     Je-sus 

2.  As  doves  to  their  windows  our    spir-its  would  fly,  And  car  -  ry  our  wants  to 


3.  As  doves  to  their  windows,  and  thou  wilt  re-ceive,  The  pray'rs  which  we  of  -  fer, 


9s 


our  hope  and  our  plea; Dear     Fa- ther  in  heaven,  our  bur-den  of    sin     We 
the  courts  up    on    high,   We   plead  the  dear  prom-ise  of     Je-sus  to-day,  Oh! 

the  hearts  we  now  give  ;  Ore  -  ate  them  a  -  new,  let  there  never  more  be    One 
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long    to  lay  down  and  the  new  life  be-gin.  Coming,     .     .     we're  com-ing, 
Fa-ther  in  heaven,  have  mercy,  we  pray.  to  thee,  to  thee, 

thought    or   de-sire  dis  -  loy  -  al  to  thee. 
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Fa-  ther  in  heav-en,  we're  com-ing     to     thee, 
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Give    us    thy  spir  -  it 
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DOVES  TO  THEIR  WINDOWS.    Concluded. 
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to     wit- nesa  with-in,     And  we  shall  be  free  from  our  bur-den     of    sin. 

r*|r»'#      P     ft     f»      P  ,r»        \      0 

m — 0—0 


V 


:L 


f=r 


j — 1—1 — h 


& 


t=r= 


^ 

t 

r 

■? 


i 


No.  66.       CHILDREN'S  PRAISES. 


1.  Once  was  heard  the  song   of  chil-dren,     By    the  Sav  -  ior  when  on    earth, 

2.  Palms  of       vie -fry  strewn  a-round  him,  (Garments  spread  be-neath  his      feet, 

3.  God  o'er      all    the  heav- ens  reigning,    We  this  day    thy  glo  -  ry      sing, 
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Joy- ful     in     the   sa  -  cred       tem  -  pie,  Shouts  of   yonth-ful  praise  had  birth, 

Proph-et     of     the  Lord  they  crowned  him,    In    fair      Sa-lem's  crowded  street, 

Not  with  palms  thy  path-way     strew-ing,     "We  would     loft-ier    trib-ute  bring, 
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And  ho  -  san-nas,  glad  ho  -  san-nas,  Loud   to    Da  -  vid's  Son  broke 
And  ho  -  san-nas,  glad  ho  -  san-nas,  From  the  lips      of   chil-dren 
And  ho  -  san-nas,  glad  ho  -  san-nas,     We  would  raise     to  Christ  our 
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No.  67.  NOTHING  FURTHER  I  NEED. 


Newman  ILai.l.  Alt. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Ru  -  ined  and  wretch-ed,      I    come     un  -  to     thee,     Sav  -    ior    of 

2.  Tho*      I    have    la  -  bored    a  -  gain    and  a  -  gain,      All       my  self- 

3.  Cleanse  from  my  heart      se-cret  sin,       I  im-plore,    Help      me    thy 

4.  Linked  with  the  loved    ones  in     glo  -  ry  I       am,  Washed  are  their 


sin  -  ners,  have  mer  -  cy     on     me ; 
cleans-ing     is      nt  -    ter  -  ly    vain ; 
light      to     re  -  fleet    more  and  more; 
robes     in    the  blood     of     the   Lamb : 
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Stained  are      my    gar  -  ments  with 
Take     me,      O     Lord,  where  the 

Dai  -  ly  in       lov  -    ing     o- 

This     is  the       on     -     ly     as- 
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D.  S.  This 


the       bless  -  ed      as- 


sin         andi i with    woe;    Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow, 

heal  -  ing  streams  flow  ;  Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow, 

be  -    dience    to     grow;   Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow, 

sur  -  ance        I    know  ;    Wash  me,  and  I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow. 
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sur  -  ance  I    know,      Wash  me,  and      I   shall    be  whit  -  er   than  snow. 
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Whit  -    er  than  snow,     yes, 


dear   Sav  -    ior, 
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plead, 
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NOTHING  FURTHER  I  NEED.     Concluded. 
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Cleanse     me         from      sin,     noth  -     ing      fur  -    ther 
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No.  68. 


M.  J.  Caktwright. 


SABBATH  SONG. 


W.  G.  Thomas. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,     we      wel  -  come    this     glad  Sab  -  bath  day,     Day     for  sweet 

2.  Help     ns,    dear  Lord,     to         be      faith-ful     and  kind,     And  thro'  the 

3.  Help     us         to      find    those    who     wan  -  der      in     sin,        "Win  them    to 
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wor  -  shrp    and     rest      set        a  -    part;     Help    us       to      turn  from  our 

week     'give    thee    serv  -    ice      the     best;     Then,  when  the     Sab  -  bath  day 

en  -    ter       our     Sab -bath  school  dear;    Bring  them    to       feel   the  warm 
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earth  -  cares     a  -  way  ; 

comes,    we     shall    find 

sun  -  shine   with  -  in, 
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Help  each  to    lift     up     a     wor-ship-  till  heart. 
Wor-ship    is    joy-ful,  and  peace-ful  our  rest. 
Then  they  will  learn  of  thee  when  they  are  here. 
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No.  69.  BLESSED  JESUS,  TAKE  MY  HAND. 


Hanna. 


1.  I       am    but 

2.  I      am    but 

3.  I      am    but 


lit-  tie  child,  Start-ing  for  tbe  heav'nly  land; 
lit-  tie  child,  Marching  with  the  children's  band, 
lit  -  tie     child,     And      1     may  not   un  -  der  -  stand ; 
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And  I  can  not  go  a  -  lone,  Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  take  my  hand. 
And  I  am  so  weak  and  small,  Bless  -  ed  Je  -  sus,  take  my  hand. 
Keep    me  lest      I      dis  -  o   -    bey,     Bless  -  ed     Je  -sus,  take     my   hand. 
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CHORUS. 
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Take     my      hand, 

Take 
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take     my      hand, 
hand,                                  take 
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For      the  right  let       me  stand ; 

For      the  right  let       me  stand 
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BLESSED  JESUS.    Concluded. 


keep       all    my  Lord's  com-mands ;    Bless-ed      Je  -  bus,     take     my   hand. 
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No.  70.       CHRISTMAS  MORNING. 


Henry  A.  Lewis. 
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1.  Lit   -    tie  children,  can  you  tell,       Do    you     know  the    sto  -  ry    well, 

2.  Vcs,      we  know  tin'    sto-  ry    well;     List-en        now,  and  hear    us      tell, 

3.  Shepherds     sat       up  -  on  the  ground,  Fleec-y  flocks  were  scat-tered  round, 

4.  Joy      and  peace  the    an -gels  sang:,    And  the    pleas-ant    ech-oes    rang, 

5.  For        a         lit  -  tie  babe  that  day— Christ,  the  Lord    of      an  -gels— lay, 
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Ev    -    'ry  girl    and    ev  - 'ry    boy— Why      the  an-gels    sang   for    joy, 

Ev    -    'ry  girl     and    ev  -  'ry     boy,    Why      the  an-gels    sang    for    joy, 

When    the  brightness  filled  the    sky.    And       the  song  was  heard  on  high, 

Peace     on  earth,  to  men  good  will :"  Hark !  the  an-gels  sing     it     still, 

Born      on  earth  our  Lord    to     be;     This     the  wond'ring  an-gels  see, 


On 


a  Christ -mas    morn  -  int 


On 


a     Christ  -  mas    morn  -  ing? 
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No.  71. 


GATHER  THE  GRAIN 


Mary  J.  Cartwright. 
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W.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  Go  and   labor    in    my   vine-yard,  Hear  the  bless -ed  Sav  -  ior   say; 

2.  See   ye  not  the  broad  fields   wav-ing?    But  the    la-bor-ers   are   few, 

3.  Oh,     I  pray  vou,  stand  not  i  -    die,      La-bor    on  thro' heat  and  cold, 
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Gold  -  en  fields  a  -  wait  the  har  -  vest,  En  -  ter  them  with-out  de  -  lay. 
And  the  har-vest  must  be  gar-nered ;  Can  he  not  de-pend  on  you  ? 
And  with  -  in    the  fields  of    glo  -   ry      You  shall  reap  an  hun-dred  fold. 
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Work,  work,  work     for      Je  -  sus,     Gath-er  grain  of  gold  -  en 
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Work,  work,  work    for       Je  -  sus,    There  is  something  you    can       do. 
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No.  72.  HELP  US  TO  WATCH  AND  PRAY. 


Geo.  D.  Buchanan. 


1.  Out  from  thy  boun-ti-ful  hand,    0    God,  Floweth  our  blessings  each  day  ; 

2.  Teach  us,  O     Father,  to      ask     of    thee     Such  as  thou  promise  to  give, 

3.  Teach  us,dear  Savior,  to  trust    in    thee,     Help  us  on  thee  to  re  -  ly, 
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Boun  -  ti  -  ful  giv  -  er  of  life  and  all,  Help  us  to  watch  and  pray. 
Know-ing  that  if  we  but  ask  in  faith,  E  -  ter-nal  life  thou'lt  give. 
Know-ing  that  if     we  re  -  ject   thy    call,     We  must  for  -  ev 
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Help  us  to  watch  and  prav, 
^        CHORUS. 


Help  us  to  watch  and  pray,  .  . 


Oh,  help  us,       help  us  to  pray, 
f"  ft r-r«-*H«^2 
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Oh,  help  us  to  watch  and  prav, 
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Help  us  to  watch  and  pray. 
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Boun-ti  -  ful  giv-er  of  life  and  all,     Help  us  to  watch,        watch  and  pray. 

to  watch  and  pray. 
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No.  73. 


JESUS  LIVES! 


Tct  Y.  P.  3.  C. 

Rev.  John  R.  CoI/GAn. 


E.  and  Epworth  Leagues. 


A.  F.  MTER8. 
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the  young,  Lift 
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1.  Might -j      ar  -  my    of     the  young,  Lift     the  voice     in  cheer-ful  song, 

2.  Togues  of    chil-dren  light  and  free,  Tongues  of  youth    all    full  of    glee, 

3.  Je  -  sus  lives,  O   bless -ed  words!  King   of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords! 


Send  the  welcome  word  a-long,     Je-sus  lives !  Once  he  died  for  you  and  me, 
Sing   to    all  on  land  and  sea,     Je-sus  lives!  Light  for  you  and  all  mankind, 
Lift  the  cross,  and  sheathe  the  swords,  Je-sus  lives!   See,  he  breaks  the  pris-on  wall, 
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Bore  our  sins  up-on  the  tree,  Now  he  lives  to  make  us  free,  Je-sus  lives! 
Sight  for  all  by  sin  made  blind,  Life  in  Je  -sus  all  may  find,  Je-sus  lives! 
Throws  a-  side  the  dreadful  pall,  Conquers  death  at  once  for  all,    Je-  sus  lives  ! 


Wait  not  till  the  shadows  lengthen,  till  you  older  grow,  Ral-ly  now  and 
Wait  not,  ^ing, 
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JESUS  LIVES!    Concluded. 
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sing  for    Je  -  6us    ev  -  'ry-whereyou  go,     Lift  your  joy  -  ful  voi-ceshigh, 
sing, 
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Repeat  Chorus  _,_, 
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Ringing  clear  thro'  earth  and  sky,  Let  the  blessed  tidings  fly,     Je  -  sus  lives  ! 
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No.  74.       TH-INE,  JESUS,  THINE. 

Jay  Powell.  Jay  Powell. 
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1.  My  hands  are    thine, 

2.  My   feet  are    thine, 

3.  My  heart  is      thine, 
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My  hands  are  thine,  To  car  -  ry  gifts  of 
My  feet  are  thine,  To  walk  in  paths  of 
My  heart   is  thine,   To      sym-pa-thize  with 
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love  to  thee,  To  bring  my  ottering  full  and  free;  Thine,  Je  - 
truth  and  love,  O  may  they  ne'er  for  -  bid-den  rove ;  Thine,  Je  - 
those  in  grief,  To  ache  that  they  may  find  re  -  lief;  Thine,  Je  - 
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No.  75. 

Laura  E.  Newell. 
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)NWARD  MARCH. 
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Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  On-ward  march  tow'rd  the  bct-ter    land,  Onward  marching,  a  youth-ful  band, 

2.  Onward  march, there  are  foes  to    face,    Onward  marching,  sustained  by  grace  ; 

3.  Onward  march  till  the  light  is     won,    Onward  marching  till  day     is    done; 
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Glad  we  go  at  our  King's  command,  An  ar  -  my  brave  and  strong,  (brave  and  strong). 
Strong  in  him,  we  will  run  life's  race, And  tri-umph  o  -  ver  wrong,  (  o  -  ver  wrong!. 
Christ  our  captain,  God's  ho  -  ly   Son,     Is  still  our  strength  and   song,  (strength  and  sons). 
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On         -        ward  mareh.still  re-joic  -  ing,  March     at  the  King's  command  ; 

Onward  march  -  ing,  still  rejoicing,   Marching  at         the  King'*  command ; 
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Still  advance  tow  rd  the  king-dom, 

Still  advanc  -     ing  tow'rd  the  king-dom,  Home  to  the  bet-ter  land, the  better  land. 


2^33 


I ^*»   v  N s  is    !      is* 

-m±  Mr? 


#-0 


84 


^~? 


-#-F-p-S-#- 
+-\?h+-j*:P~ 


SSt 


a 


No.  76.  FORWARD,  THE  MASTER  CALLS. 

Ida  L.  Keed.  Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  For-ward,  the  Mas  -   ter       calls     you     Forth     to    the  field    to  -  day; 

2.  For-ward  when  gold  -  en       sun  -  heams  First    gild  the  morn-ing  skies, 

3.  For-ward,  the    call     then     an  -  swer,     Wait     not    an  -  oth  -  er     day  ; 


Go,     and  with  will  -  ing     serv  -  ice, 
Ting  -  ing  with  floods    of       glo  -    ry 
Seek    now  your  field      of        la  -  bor, 
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Fol  -  low  his  bless-  ed     way. 

All       the  bright  world  on  high. 

Ev  -  er    his  will        o  -  bev. 
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Work  while  the  light      is      glow  -  ing,     Work  while  the  song  birds  trill 

Go         in  his  strength,  and  fear       not,     Some-thing  you  each  may     do; 

Bend       to  the    task      be  -  fore       vou,    Faith  -  ful    to      du  -  tv       be : 
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Work  till  the  night  is 
Some-where  go  work  for 
Serve     not  the  world,  but 


fall 
Je 

Je 
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ior  and  friend  so  true, 
vou  his    face  would  see. 
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No.  77.    LITTLE  TOWN  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

Phillip   Brooks.  W.  T.  Giffe. 


1.  O      lit  -  tie  town  of  Beth  -le-  hem,  How  still  we     see    thee      lie! 

2.  How  si  -  lent-  ly,  how    si  -  lent-ly,     The  wondrous  gift    is         given  ! 

3.  O      ho  -  ly  Child  of  Beth  -  le  -  hem,     Descend  to      us,    we        pray  ! 
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A  -  bove  thy  deep  and  dreamless  sleep  The 

So  God  im-parts  to  hum -an  hearts  The     bless-ings   of 

Cast   out  our   sin    and  en  -  ter    in,  Be      born   in      us 
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Yet    in       thy  dark  street  shin  -eth    The       ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing      light; 
No     ear     may  hear    his      com  -  ing,  But        in    this  world     of        sin, 
"We  hear     the  Christ-mas      an -gels    The    great,  glad  ti  -dings     tell; 
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The  hopes  and  fears  of     all  the  years    Are    met      in  thee    to    -    night. 
"Where  meek  souls  will  re-ceive  him  still,  The  dear  Christ  en  -  ters        in. 
O   come  to     us,     a  -  bide  with  us,      Our  Lord    Em-man  -  u     -    el ! 


No.  78.    WE  SHOULD  HEAR  THE  ANGELS 

W.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  If  we  on  -  ly  sought  to  brighten    Ev-'ry  pathway  dark  with    care, 

2.  If   wc   on  -  ly  strive  to  cher-ish    Ev-'ry  pure  and    ho  -  ly     thought, 

3.  If   we   on-ly  did   our  du  -  ty,  Thinkiig  not  what  it     might  cost, 
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If     we     on  -  ly         tried  to    light-en       All  the  burdens  others  bear. 
Till  with- in     our     hearts  should  per  -  ish      All  that  is  with  ev-il  fraught. 
Then  the  earth  would  wear  new  beau-ty,  Like  to  that  in   E-den    lost. 


9lz3r 


9 — 9 — 9 — 0 
ill 


T=W=K 


9—9-rr<5>-- 


-v — -m — a — w — w—gf— 


Tfc 


CHORUS. 
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"We  should  hear  the  an-gels  singing,  All  around  us  night  and  day, 
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night  and    day, 
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We  should  feel  them  gen  -  tly  wing-ing,  At  our  side  their  upward  way. 
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No.  79.        SAFE  IN  THE  FOLD. 


Mrs.  M.  Warner. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  In       the        lov  -   ing     Shop-herd's   care,    Safe     from      ev   -    'ry      harm, 

2.  Once      in       dark  -  ness      and       de  -    spair,  Deep       in       mir    -    y        clay; 

3.  While  the    winds   blow    fierce  with   -   out,     All         is       well    with  -    in. 

4.  Oh,   what     past  -  ures    green   and      fair!    Oh,     what      wa  -  ters       still! 
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Shel-tered,       O         so       ten   -    der   -    ly, 

But       the    Shep  -  herd  called    the       lost, 
For       the      sun     does       not      go      down, 
Flow  -  ing  through  the       syl  -  van    glades, 
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From  the  beat  -  ing     storm ; 

From  the  fold        a    -    stray ; 

Nor  the  sky     grow      dim, 

At  the  Shep-herd's     will ; 
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No     more  wan  -  der  -  ings  a  -    lone,      'Mid  the   gloom     and     cold ; 

Though  he  wea  -  ried,     yet  he  searched  With  a        faith     un    -  told, 

From     the  foes    who  would  in  -   vade,     From  the    "rob  -  bers"  bold; 

There     the  ran-somed   flock  may  roam,       By  his       love     con  -  trolled, 
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Safe  in         his  pro  -    tect    -    ing     arms,  Safe 

Till         the       lost  was     found      and  brought  Safe 

All      "his      own"  the     Shep  -  herd    guards,  Safe 

And  through  end    -  less        a     -     ges        be  Safe 
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the  fold, 

the  fold, 

the  fold, 

the  fold. 
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SAFE  IN  THE  FOLD. 

CHOEUS. 


Concluded. 
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Safe, safe, safe    in   the  fold. 

Safe  in  the  fold,    safe  in  the  fold, 


No.  80.        HEAVEN  IS  MY  HOME. 
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Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  I'm      but        a  stran  -  ger  here,  Heav'n  is 

2.  What  though  the  tern-  pest  rage,  Heav'n  is 

3.  There     at       mv  Sav  -  ior's  side,  Heav'n  is 


my  home ;  Earth     is  a 

my  home ;  Short      is         my 
my  home ;      I       shall     be 


des  -  ert  drear,  Heav'n  is 
pil  -  grimage,  Heav'n  is 
glo   -    ri  -  fied,  Heav'n  is 
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my  home.  Dan  -  ger  and  sor  -  row  stand 
my  home.  Time's  cold  and  win  -  t'ry  blast 
my    home.   There     are       the  good   and  blest, 
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Kound  me  on  ev'ry  hand,  Heav'n  is  my  fa-ther-land,  Heav'n  is  my 
Soon  will  be  o  -  ver-past,  I  shall  reach  home  at  last,  Heav'n  is  my 
Those  I  loved  most  and  best ;  There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest,  Heav'n  is  my 


home, 
home, 
home. 


No.  81.       THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND. 


Rev.  L.  D.  Santee. 


Milo  W.  Nethercutt. 
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1.  There's  a    beau  -  ti    -    ful     conn  -  try      that     lies      far         a  -  way 

2.  And  bright   an  -  gels       of      beau  -  tv,      with     fa    -    ces     that   shine, 

3.  From    the  shad  -  ows     are      lift  -    ed       our     sor  -    row  -  ful     eyes 


From    the  earth  with    its   bur  -  den    of    tears,  Where*   no  night     ev 

Look  -  ing  down  from  the  heav  -  en  -  ly     land  ;  They    are     min  -  is  - 

To      the   hills  where  the   an  -  gels  have  trod,     And   our  hearts    ev 
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en    •    ters,     but    shad  -  ow  -  less  day  Shines       on     through    e- 

sent  by      the      Sav  -  ior       di  -  vine,     Tho'     we     see         not     their 

vearn      for      our    home     in        the  skies —       Our       home         in        the 
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ter    -     ni  -    ty's     years ;  Where  the    wail  of      the  mourn  -  er         is 

wel    -    com  -  ing     hands ;   But      we     feel        their  sweet  pres  -  ence,      as 
gar    -     den      of       God.  And  on       some  glad  morn- ing    shall 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND.    Concluded. 


Km 


-i S 1 K PW^ H —  9 — ^ —  :rH FVW-s — i 


heard  nev  -   er-more,    And  the  tears    nev  -   er    fall      for      the   dead ; 

dew        on      the  flow'rs,  And  as  strength  to      the    6or  -  row  -  ing  soul, 

shades  flee       a  -  way,     And  the  ran  -  somed    of     Zi  -    on      shall  stand 
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But  life's  wa  -  ters  roll  soft  on  the  heav  -  en  -  ly  shore,Whencethe 
Till  we  yearn  for  that  E  -  den  with  heav  -  en  -  lybow'rs, Where  the 
In  the  rapt  -  ure  and  glow  of  a  shad  -  ow  -  less  day,  At  their 
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D.  S.    But     life's  tea   -    tere     roll    soft       on     the  heav  -   en  -  ly  shore,   And       the 
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sor  -  rows  of  earth  all  are  fled. 
wa  -  ters  of  life  gen  -  tly  roll, 
home  in  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land. 
9 0  t  « — 9 i.iig,- 
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Oh,  my  home7      w  bless  -  ed 

Oh,  my  home, 
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sor  -  rows    of  earth      all    are    fled. 
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home,  bless-ed  home,  Ilappv  home,happv  home,  bless-ed  home,  mine  at  last. 
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No.  82. 


VICTORY  MARCH. 


R.  J.  P. 


-N-* 


Dti^z^zrt 


4  m  0.  # 

1.  We  are    soldiers  for  Je-sus,  we 

2.  With  the  sword  of  the  spir-it,   the 

3.  To  our   captain  we    of-ferour 
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Jay  Powel. 
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march  to  the  fray,  We've  en  -  list-  ed  for 
ar  -  nior  of  liiibt.  And  the  hope  of  Sal- 
trib-ute    of  praise,  Fellow  soldiers,  come 


^iMf^n^ 


life  and    by  grace    we  will  stay  ; 
va-tion  our  helm  -  et      so  bright, 
join   in    the  songs  that  we  raise, 


We  will  serve  out  our  time    a -midst 
Let    us    an-swer  the  roll-call  and 
We  will  val- iant- ly  stand  till  the 


fear   or     renown,  And  when  life  here  shall  end,  we  will  wear   a    brightcrown. 

stand  in     our  place  While  we  watch,  fight  and  pray,  in    the  strength  of    his  grace. 

bat -tie     is  past,  Then  we'll  go  home  to    live  with  the   Sav-ior    at    last. 
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We  will  march        on     to       Glo 
Onward,  march  to 
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ry,  Tell 

glo  -  ry,    and  we'll    tell       the      old,    old 
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VICTORY  MARCH.    Concluded. 
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sto       -       ry, 

sto  -  rv,    on-ward, 
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Tell-in"     the  sto  -  ry     of      Jesus  and  his  love. 
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his  love. 
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No.  83.        1  KNOW  IT  IS  THERE. 


'Written  in  the  Lamb's  book  of  life."— Rev.  21:  27 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  I       re  -  joice  now  to     know    that   my     sins  are   for  -  giv'n,     That  my 

2.  Je-sus    saved  me  from     sin       and  from     all  earth-ly      strife,     And  has 

3.  Glo-rv        be     to     the    Lamb  that  for      sin-ners  was     slain !      He  has 

ft 
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name's  on  the  book  kept  by    an  -  gels  in  heav'n. 

writ -ten  my  name    in     the  Lamb's  book  of  life.      Yes,    I  know   it 

writ-ten  mv  name    as    one  cleansed  from  all  stain. 
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there   on  tliose     pa  -  ges 
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fair,     Writ-  ten     there,  writ-  ten    there. 
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No.  84.     KNOCKING  AT  THE  DOOR. 

W.  T.  Giffk.  W.  T.  G. 

4_ ^X^—  ^  ,N. 


i 


3 


IS     N  -ft- 


^5> 


^-fr 


jb     r\    rv — r> 

4  2  J-'^vg  rt 


■#-*- 


1.  The  Lord  of     life       .     . 
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2.  The   Sav-ior    knocks, 

3.  O    bless-ed    Sav 


and   glo  -    ry    knocks, 

The  Lord    of     life  and   glo  -  ry 


he's  knocked  before, 
ior,  now    come  in, 
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.     .     Knocks  at  the   door of    ev  -  'ry     heart ;       ... 

knocks,  Knocks  at  the  door  of     ev    -  'rv 

Heedless  we've  been to     ev-'ry     call;    .... 

Come  and  for  -  ev         ...  er    live  with  me;     .     .     .     . 
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He's  wait-ing   there in  deep  des-  pair, 

heart ;  He's  wait-ing  there  in   deep     des- 

Oh,    let  him  in to  cleanse  your  sin, 

.        Oh,     be   my  guest      .     .     .     .    ^    and  make  me   blest,        .... 

1 "&_$*<£_£ , £__£_•_#_ 
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bid  him      de  -         part? 

pair,                                            How  can  we   bid     him  de  -  part? 

.     There's  pard'ning    love  for       us                 all. 

Yes,  blest    for    -    ev        -         -  -      er     with               thee. 
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KNOCKING  AT  THE  DOOR.    Concluded. 
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Come      in, 
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come      in, 
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come 
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come 
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Come     in,       come     in, 
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will 
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go ; Come  in,  come  in, come  in,  come 

No,    no,  come  in,  come  in,  come  in, 


V    V    9 

come   in,  come 


No.  85.       YE  ARE  MY  WITNESSES. 


R.  S.  H. 


R.  S.  Haxna. 
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1.  Tell  me,  pil-grim,  faint  and  wea-ry,  Trav-'ling  o'er  life's  pathway  dim, 

2.  Are  you  seek-ing    out   the  lost  ones,  Whom  the  Mas-ter   died     to     win? 

3.  Do   you  love   to   talk    of     Je  -  sus  More  than    all  the  world  be  -  side  ? 

4  J J> 


*   *:** 


Are  you  shedding  light  a-roundyou?  Are  you  wit-ness-ing  for  him? 
Are  you  show-ing  them  the  fount-ain  That  can  wash  a -way  their  sin? 
Does     it  bring    a     ho    -    ly   com-fort    With     his   peo-ple     to      a -bide? 


Do  you  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  rv 
Are  you  look-ing  by  the  way-side 
Have  vou  made  a     con  -  se  -  cra-tion 

.    .+        I!-        +'.        Q 


Of     the    Sav-ior's  pre-cious  love? 
For  the   wea-ry  ones  who   fall? 
Of  your  time  and  earth-ly    store  ? 


^ 


Are  you  hun-ger-ing 
Do  you  take  them  to 
If       your   all    is      on 


and  thirsting,     Kv 

the   Sav-  ior,    Who 

the     al  -  tar,  Then 
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er-rnore  your  love  to   prove? 
has  promised  rest  for     all? 
the   Mas-ter   asks  no   more. 
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No.  86.     NOTHING  LEFT  UNDONE. 


E.  R,  Latta. 

U    Jf  Not  too  fast. 


O.  M.  LlVENGOOI). 


1.  Was  there   an  -  y  thing  that  Je  -  sus     Left    un-done,     left   un-done, 

2.  Hear  him     in   the   gar-den,  say  -  ing:    Not    my   will,     not  my  will; 

3.  See    him   now  be-trayedby  .hi  -  this      To  his   foes,       to   his    foes; 

4.  See    the  crown  up  -  on   his  fore-head,  Thorn-y  crown !  thorn-y  crown  ! 

5.  See  him     on   the  cross  sas-pend  -  ed,     Ag-  o  -  nv  !      ag-  o  -  ny! 


1> 

When  he  came  to  earth    to   save      us       Ev  -  'ry     one,       ev  -   ry  one? 
Oh,      it    was    an    aw  -  ful    mis  -  sion      To     fill  -  fill,        to     ful  -  fill. 
All     the   ter-rorsthat    a  -  wait     him   Well    he  knows,  well    he  knows. 
How  the  ten-der   flesh    it  pierc  -  es,     Press- ing  down,  press-ing  down  ! 
It      was     all  that  he  might  res  -  cue     Such    as      we,     such    as     we. 
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Oh,       no!         no!         no!      there     was     noth  -  ing     left        un  -  done; 
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no  !       there    was     noth  -  in' 
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left       un  -  done 
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No.  87.     SPEAK  LOVING  WORDS. 


Mrs.  M.  B.  Goodwin. 


Oka  M.  Liven-good. 


^K-°— <# — ' * — 00* — L#-#-* — 0 — 0 — L# — 0—*-0- — LF^p 


1.  Speak  lov  -  ing  words  to     wait  -  ing  souls,  Speak  words  of  hope  and     cheer; 

2.  Speak  lov- ing  words  though  sin-ners  fail      The    path   of    life    to         find; 

3.  Speak  lov  -  ing  words,  for  soon  thou'lt  be     Pale,     sil  •  ent  and  un  -  known; 
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Lift  up  the  sj)ir  -  it  bow'd  with  care,  Wipe  a  -  way  the  mourner's  tear. 
Point  to  the  way  that  up-ward  leads,  Speak  words  both  true  and  kind. 
And     lov  -  ing  words  a    -  lone  will  tell        The       good  that  thou  hast      done. 
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CHORUS. 


Speak  lov  -  ing  words,  Speak  kind-lv  words,  Speak  words  of   hope   and     cheer, 
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Lift     up     the   spir-it    bow'd  with  care,  Wipe  a  -  way  the  mourner's   tear. 
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No.  88.     LISTENING  FOR  THE  MASTER. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 


1.  When  the  world  is     bus  -  y 

2.  When  con-flict-ing  tho'ts  as 

3.  When  God's  truth    is  placed  be 

4.  List'-  ning  ev  -  er,   Je  -  bus 


tnd    each  wave  of    sor -  row  stirr'd, 
Bail    me,  and  strange  doctrines  ii  11   my    ear, 
fore  me,  with      its    ho  -  Iy  words  of  cheer, 
keep  us!  may     we     at      thy  feet    a  -  bide, 
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When  the  thronging  crowd 
When  the  sheep  are      all 
When  in    vain  my      fin 
Ne'er  be-sniiled  bv     earth 


pass    by   me,   on-ward  by    strong  im-pulse  spurred, 
be-  wildered,  and    no  trust   -  y     guide  seems  near, 
ite      rea  -  son  strives  to  make    my     mean-ing  clear, 
-ly      vie  -  es,     al-ways  wait  -  ing       at     thy   side  ! 


I  am  list'ning,  I  am 

I  am  list'ning,  I  am 

I  am  list'ning,  I  am 

We  are  list'ning,  we  are 


list'ning, 
list'ning, 
list'ning, 
list'ning, 

N     S 


list'ning  for  the   Master's    word, 
till  the  Shepherd's  voice  I     hear, 
list'ning  till  the  bridegroom  speaks, 
for  thy  word,  our  faitli-ful  guide, 

s    IS 
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I  am  list'ning,  I 

I  am  list'ning,  1 

I  am  list'ning,  I 

We  arc  list'nin"  We 


am 
am 

.•mi 
are 


list ning, 

list'ning, 
list'ning, 

list'ning, 
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list'ning  till  his  voice  is     heard, 
list'ning  till   he  doth    ap-pear. 
till   his  love  thesil  -ence  breaks. 
speak  and  we  are  sat  -  is  -  fied. 


No.  89.     LET  ME  CLING  TO  THY  HAND. 


--A — s 
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Mary  M.  Bowen. 


d    5»«1 


1.  Let  me  cling  to  thy  hand,  For  the  night  draweth  nigh,  And  my  soul  bow-eth 

2.  Let  me  hear  thy  kind  voice  Speaking  language  of  cheer,  When  the  storm  beaten 

3.  Let  me  cling  to  thy  hand  When  death's  tide  lifteth  high,  And  its    bil-lows  sweep 
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down  in     its    fear;  Lest  my  feet  may  not  stand  When  the  tem-pest 

fierce  round  my  way ;  And    I  still    may  re-joice,  Tho'  the  jour-ney 

o  -  ver   my     life ;  Lest  my  feet  may  not  stand,    Un  -  to  thee   let 
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is  high, 
be  drear, 
me  cry, 
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Let   thy  spir  -  it,     u   ^atn-er,     De    near 

While  I  watch  for  the  breaking     of     day. 

O  try  Father,  give  strength  for  the  strife 
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Hear,    O 
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hear!  'Tis   the 
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voice   of    thy  wan-der- ing  child;  Let  me  cling   to    thy  hand, 

wan-der-ing  child ; 
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LET  ME  CLING  TO  THY  HAND.    Concluded. 
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Be    the  Rock  where  I  stand,  And  the  shad-ow      to     cov  -  er     my   soul. 

J-  ,! 


■V— V- 


f=t 


^ — |*jLjt_|i=}Erk. 


?±fc±- 


II 


No.  90.     I  WOULD  LIVE  LIKE  JESUS. 


R.  S.  IIanna. 
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R.  S.  Ha nx a. 


#-h 


-V-N- 


* — #- 
I? 


1.  I  would  live  like  Je  -  sus,  Free  from  ev  -  'ry     sin  ;   May  his    ho  -  ly 

2.  I  would  tell    to    Je-sus      Ev  - 'ry  grief  and  care;    He  de-lights  to 

3.  I  would  trust  in    Je  -  sus     All    my  iour-ney    thro' ;  He  is      ev  -  er 
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spir  -  it      Make  me  pure  with-in.         I     will  toil    for  Je-sus,  Str 

an-swer    Hum-hie,  fervent  prayer.  Thro'  the  changeful  future, 
faith-ful,      He     is      ev  -  er     true.     Sav-ior,     in     my    bo-som 


engthened 
Je  -  sus, 
Shed   a- 
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by    his  grace,     Till,    in    end-less    glo  -  ry,        I      be  -  hold  his    face. 

be    my  guide;      In    thy  great  compassion,  Keep  me  near  thy   side. 

broad  thv  love;  When    I     die     re-ceive  me       To    thy  home  a-  bove. 
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No.  91. 


NEARER  HOME. 


E.  S.  Rice. 


♦  •#■  ♦  ■#-  •#■     ^_  * 

i 

1.  One  sweet-ly   sol-emn  thought  Comes  to  me  o'er  and   o'er;      I'm  near-er 

2.  Near-er    my   Father's  house,  Where  ma-ny  mansions  be;        I'm  near-er 

3.  Near-er    the  bound  of     life,         We   lay  our  burdens  down  ;    And  near-er 
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my  home  to  -  day,       Than  I     have  been  be  -  fore; 

the  great  white  throne,  Near-er     the   jas  -  per    sea;  I'm    near   -  er      my 

the   time  to     leave       The  cross  and  wear  the  crown. 


& 


+4 


~9 — P~P: 


Ft 


=N=N=N=r* 


4^r4 


pjg; 


home, 


Near   -  er  my  home, 


Near-er  my  home  to  -  day, 
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Near-er  my  home, 


Nearer  my  home, 
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I'm  near-  er  my  home  in  heav'n  to  -day,  Than  ev  -  er    I've  been  be  -  fore. 
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No.  92.    WHERE  THE  SHEPHERD  LEADS, 


A.  P.  Cobb. 


J.  H.  Fillmoiie. 
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1.  Thro'  the  meadows  green,  in  -  vit  -  ing,  Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll  go  ! 

2.  See!  the  gen-  tie  Shepherd  lead-ing;  Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll  go! 

3.  Though  my  feet    be  worn  and  wea  -  ry,  Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll  go ! 
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Thro'  the  shadows  dark,  ex  -  cit  -  ing,  Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll  go  ! 
Hark!  his  voice  in  mer-cy  pleading;  Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll  go! 
Though  the  mountain  -  side   be  drear-y,    Where  the  Shepherd  leads  I'll   go  ! 
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Hark !  his  voice  is  gen-tly  calling ;  On  my  ear  its  strains  are  falling,  Tho'  the  gloom  may 
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be    ap-  pall-  ing,  Where   the  shepherd  loads  I'll     go,   111  go,      Where   the  shepherd  lends  I'll 
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No.  93.    WE'LL  GATHER  THE  BLOSSOMS. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


(CHILDREN'S  DAY  SONG.) 


F.  W.  Westhoff. 
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1.  We'll  gather     the  blossoms  wher-ev  -  er     we  stray,  The   del  - 

2.  We'll  gather     the  blossoms  with  ten  -  der  -  est  care,    To  those 

3.  We'll  scat-ter   the  blossoms  wher-ev  -  er     we    go,  Kind  words 
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who  are 
and  kind 
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blos-soms  that  bloom  by    the  way ;  Their  beau-ty      so    dain 

griev-ing  sweet   trib-ute  we'll  bear ;  They  whisper       a     mes 

ac-tions  that  light- en  life's  woe;   Till  when  by   life's  riv 
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fragrance  so  rare,    Enhance  all  our  pleasures  andban-ish 

com-fort    di  -  vine,  While  in  their  pure  fa-ces    his  goodness 

ev  -  er    we  stray,  We'll  scatter  the  blossoms  that  spring  by 
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We'll  gather     the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  blossoms,  (the blossoms,)  Wherev -er    our 
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WE'LL  GATHER.    Concluded. 
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blossoms  (the  blossoms,)  That  cheer  us,  tho' dreary      the  day     (the  day.) 

v— v— v— v— v— $-Y — 
REST  IN  JESUS. 

Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Come  with  all  thy  sor-  row,  Weary,  wand'ring soul;  Come  to  him  who  loves  thee, 

2.  He  thy  strength  in  weak-ness  Will  thy  ref-uge    be:       Cast  on  him  thy  burden, 

3.  Come  in  faith  be-liev  -  ing,  To    his  will  re-signed;  Ask  and  he  will  give  thee, 

4.  See   the  door  of  mer  -  cy  !  Wouhlst  thou  enter  there  ?  Knock  and  he  will  o  -  pen, 

t  iff 


2d  time. 


He  will  make  thee  whole. 
He  will  care   for   thee. 
Seek  and  thou  shalt  find. 
Lo,  the   key  is     prayer. 


f  There  is  rest  in  Jesus,  >  Sweet,  sweet  rest, 
\  There  is  rest  in  Jesus,  j 
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Sweet,  sweet  rest 
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No.  95.         WOND'ROUS  KING. 

(Dedicated  to  the  King's  Daughters.) 
Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones.  . 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  We    are  daughters     of      a    King,  wond'rous  King,  (wond'rous    King,) 

2.  Forth  we  march,  his  work  to     do,     glad  -  ly  do,     (glad  -  ly     do,) 

3.  Serv-ing  him,     our    liv  -  ing  head,    we       are  fed,    (we     are    fed,) 

4.  Come  and  join      our  hap -pv  band,  work -ing  band,  (work- ing  band,) 
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We    are  walk  -  ing    in     the  light,  day  and  night,    (day    and  night,) 

Ev  -  er  earn  -  est,    ev  -  er    true,    lov  -  ing  too,     (lov  -  ing     too,) 

He     to  those    who  walk  a  -  right,  giv  -  eth  light,   (giv  -  eth     light,) 

Youthful  daugh-ters     of     the  land,  our  fair  land,  i^our      fair    land,) 
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With  our  burn-ing  lamps  in  trim,    Lo!   our 

That  his  hun-gry   may    be    fed,    Where-so 

'Tis   the  light  of     his  clear  love,    Ev  -  er 

Come  and  help    to  gath  -  er    in,     Wea  -  rv 
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faith  shall  ne'er  grow  dim, 
-  e'er    our    feet    shall  tread, 
com  -  ing  from      a  -  hove, 
souls   from  paths  of     sin, 
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While  we    watch    and  wait  for   him,     our 

That  we    raise     the  drooping  head,     wea 

Cheers  us        as        we    on-ward  move,    God's 

That  they    oth    -  er  souls  may  win,  sweet  - 
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great  King,  (our  great  King.) 
ry      head,  (wea-ry   head.) 

sweet  love.  ( ( rod's  sweet  love.) 
ly      win.  (sweet -ly   win.) 
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WOND'ROUS  KING.    Concluded. 


CHORUS. 
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Won -d'rous    King,  won  -  d'rous  King, 

won-d'rous  King,  won-d'rous  Kin;. 
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We       are     daughters  of      a  King,    wond'rous  King, 
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won-drous  King, 
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With     the     birds     up  -  on    the  wing,  We   his      prais-es    dail  -  v     sing, 
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Hap-pv     daughters  of      a    King,  wond'rous    King. 
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No.  96.     'TIS  ALL  I  NEED  TO  KNOW. 


E.  K.  Latta. 

Not  fast. 


W.  T.  GlFFK. 
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1.    I'm    a      sin-ner    all    un  -  done,  'Tis 

*_'.     A      con-sum-ing  thirst  is     mine,  'Tis 
'.'>.   Now  lie  calls  and  bids  me   come,  'Tis 
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Je  -  sus  died  for    ev    -  'ry  one,    'Tis  all  I  need  to  know ; 

Liv-ing  wa-  ters  flow     and  shine, 'Tis  all  I  need  to  know; 

lie    will  make  my  heart  his  home, 'Tis  all  I  need  to  know; 
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I  am  fain  -  ish  -  ing  for  bread,  I  may  at  his  board  be  fed, 
Je  -  sns  will  ac  -  cept  of  me,  If  I  now  his  child  will  be, 
I     may  share   his    bound-less  love,         I     mav  dwell  with  him  a  -  bove, 
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No.  97.    WHO  FORGIVETH  SINS? 


JULIA  H.  Johnston. 


Krank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Who  is  this  that  for  -  giv-ethsins?  Tak-ing  a  -  way  the  stain? 
'_'.  Once  he  lived  as  a  lit  -  tie  child,  Lov-ing,  o  -he  -  dient,  true; 
:;.   Wlio  is     this  that  for  -  giv-ethsins?  Lidding   you  come        to  -  day? 
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Oh,  'tis  Je  -  sus  the  Lamb  of  God,  Once  for  the  guilt -y  slain. 
Now  as  King  on  the  throne  be  sits,  Ten-der-ly  watching  you. 
Oli,  'tis    Je  -  sus  who     loves     you  so,       None  will    he  turn     a    -    way. 
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No.  98.      CHRISTIAN  WAR  SONG. 


A.  Oscar  Browne. 

Allegretto. 


A.  Oscar  Browne. 


-m — ~ 1 1 yrj~»  — 

l_aj — m —  m — m — L£l_! 1 


-m- 


-0 — # 


1.  We're  a       hap-py     lit  -  tie     band,     And    u    -    nit-ed     we   will    stand  — 

2.  He's  the      cap- tain    in  coiu-mand,    And    he      willpos-sess   the     land  — 

3.  Won't  you    come  and  vol  -  un   -  teer?      Let   the      cry  reach  ev  -  'ry      ear! 


Q:4  £  1    T 
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Ev  -  er  prais     -    ing    our  Be-  deem  -  er,     Who    died  that  we  might 
For    the    Fa    -     ther  hath  de- creed    it,      And    deed-ed     to      the 
Tho'  the  ranks        are  great -ly  swell  -  ing,     We     need   as     ma-ny 
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lve; 

Son  — 

more  ; 


We  will    shout  a  -  loud    and     sing        Of    the  beau  -  ty     of     our     King  — 

'Who- so    -  ev  -er" — which  takes  in     Those  who  will   de-sert   all      sin  — 

That  the      vic-t'rymay      be       ours,       In    the  war  with  Sa -tan's  pow'rs — 
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Who  is  "al 
And  en  -  list 
We  must  faith 


to-geth-er  love  -  ly,"  To  him  our  lives  we  give, 
be-neath  our  ban  -  ner,  A  heav'n-ly  race  to  run. 
ful    be      to      Je  -  sus!  Ev-er  heed-ing    his     im  -  plore. 


CHRISTIAN  WAR  SONG.    Concluded. 

CHORUS. 
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We  march  a  -  long  with  rucr-ry  song,    And   fling  our  han  -  ner  high  in     air. 
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That  all    may  see  what  faith  are  we,  Who  feel    a  heav'n-ly  Fa-ther's  care. 

a         Fa     -      ther's        care. 
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No.  99. 


LOVING  JESUS. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  Lov-ing  Je  -  sus,  gen  -  tie  lamb,      In     thy  gracious  hands  I     am; 

2.  I  shall  then  show  forth  thy  praise,  Serve  thee  all    my     hap  -  py  days; 
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Make  me,  Sav- ior,  what  thou  art  ;     Five  thy- self  with  -  in     my  heart. 
Then  the  world  shall    al-ways  see     Christ,  the    ho-  ly    child,  in     me. 
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No.  100. 


MORNING  OF  LIFE. 


Anna  M.  Hcntly. 


W.    H.    BtTRGETT. 
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1.  Je  -  sus     is     call-ing,  "Come  to    me,"  Now   in     life's  ros  -    y 

2.  Give  him  your  heart,  your  life,  your  all,  His  life       he   free  -  ly 
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Be -fore    your  feet    have  wounded   been     By   tan-gled  brake    or 
That  you    from  sin      and    Sa-tan's  thrall  Might  know  his  power  to 
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thorn, 
save. 
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CHORUS. 
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The   air      is   fresh,  the  serv 
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O  -  bey      the   call     and  come   to   him,  And   he  will  lead  the    way 
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No.  101.    THE  LIGHTS  ALONG  THE  SHORE. 


Abbie  C.  McKeever. 
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W.  H.  Burgett. 
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1.  Beau-ti-ful  lights  a-Iong  the  shore  Beckon  and  beckon  me  more  and  more; 
*_'.  Near  and  nearer  the  gleaming  light,  God  keeps  burning  day  and  ni^ht ; 
3.  Over  the  stream  I  glide  undismayed,  Jesus  is  oarsman,  why  he     a-  fraid? 
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Nearer  and  nearer  iheir  brilliant  gleam  Touches  the  darkness  of  the  stream. 
Ra  -    diant     lights  a-long  the  shore  Beckon  and  beck'n  me  more  and  more. 
Beau-ti-ful  lights,  I  answer  your  call,  Coming,  I'm  coming,  for  heav'n  is  all. 
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CHORUS. 


fr-*T — P-  r    r  m-*- -« - «— 0 — I P-  ^    r  ^i— ^— m -  0d   P — 

11 -•— #— #— U-s-  -0— 0—0—0  r-  -•— •— •— ^— ^— * 5  *— d-5— 

0—0—0 ' 0,-L-0—0—0—d     m     d-]-0-9-0—%--.-J 


Father,  I  come ;  lights  on  the  shore  Beckon  and  beckon  me  more  and  more ; 


Help  me,  I  pray,  longing    I    see,  Lighta  on  the  shore  now  beckon  for  me. 
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No.  102.    WE  WILL  PRAISE  HIS  NAME. 


W.  H.  Morrls. 


1.  Je  -  sus  calls  the       lit  -  tie  chil-dren,    Saying,  "  Let  them  come   to    me;" 

2.  Come,  dear  Je-sus,    help   us   wor-ship,  Help   us   sing   re  -  deem-ing  love ; 

3.  Yes,    he    left  his  throne  in     glo  -  ry,  Came    to  earth  to      save    us    all; 

4.  Bless-ed   Lord,  we   come   to  praise  thee,  And   to  learn  more    of     thy  word  ; 
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He  doth    ev  -  er      love  and  bless  us,       Je-sus,  we   will  wor-ship 

Sing  how  Je  -  sus     died    to    save  us,     How   he    left   his  home    a  - 

Help  us,  Lord,  now    to      be-lieve    it,      And    to  heed  thy  gra-cious 

Bless  our  teachers,  Lord,  and  help  them,  Teach  us  how  to  love  thee, 
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call. 
Lord. 
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CHORUS. 
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We  will  praise  the  name  of     Je-sus,     Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,      let      us     situ 
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We  will  praise  his  name  for  -  ev  -  er,       To    his  promise 
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we  will  cling. 
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No.  103.        SINGING  ALL  THE  DAY. 


F.  M. 

Spirited. 


Psalm  100 :  2. 


A.  F.  Myers. 


,     ,        1 


— m 


:=k=£Ft 


,  P-^nv — N  ■— «— *— m — d — i — r^~^~ r  -J — — i — i 


1.  At    1117  work  I'm    al-ways  sing-ing,     Tho' the  day    be   cold  and   long; 

2.  I      will  sing    the  bless-ed      ti -dings  When  at  work  or      by    the    way; 

3.  Oh,  how  hap-py  when  I'm  sing-ing,    How  the  cares  do    pass    a  -way! 

4.  Come  to     Je-sus  now  and  serve  him,  With  your  tal-ent,  time  and  voice; 
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For  my  heart's  so  full   of     mu-sic  That    I     can  not  stop  my  song. 

Oh,  the  world  shall  ring  with  music!  For  I'm  sing-ing  all    the    day. 

And  the    moments  swiftly    pass-ing,  For  I'm  sing-  ing  all     the    way. 

Sing  the  bless-ed,  glo-rious  ti-dings,  Till  the  earth  shall  all   re  -  joice. 
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I'm    sing-ing,  (yes)  I'm  sing-ing,  (yes)  I'm  sing-ing   all    the    day, 
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Repeat  pp 


^    ^    ^ 
I'm  sing-ing,  (yes)  I'm  sing-ing,  (yes)  I'm  singing  all  the  day  (the  day.) 
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By  permission. 
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No.  104.     LET  US  FORWARD  MARCH. 


R.  F.  Acton. 
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for-ward  march    a  -  long,      Ev  -  cr  strive   to     do     no  wrong 

ev  -  er    work      a  -  way,    From  the  morn   to  close  of    day  ; 

strive  with  all      our  might,    We  will  sure-ly   win    the  fight; 

■#■       -0-    -&-'      -0-'-0-  -0-     *              -0-    -&-• 


Do  -  ing 
For  the 

So  we'll 


bat  -  tie       for       the 
track     of        sin         is 
for-  ward  march     a 


right,    Nev-er   rest  -  ing  till  the   night, 
wide,     Rut    the  Lord  is     on    our   side. 
long,     Sing  -  ing  this,  our  hat  -  tie   song. 
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Let       us       for  -  ward  march,    Let      us     march 
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long,       On  -  ward 
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march  with  courage    strong ;  Let    us        for-ward  march,  Let  us 

march    a  -  long, 
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LET  US  FORWARD  MARCH.    Concluded. 


No.  105. 


REMEMBER  ME. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  "When  storms  a  -  round  are  sweeping,  "When  low  my  watch  I'm    keep-ing; 

2.  When  walk-ing   on   life's  o  -  cean,  Con  -  trol  its    rag  -  ing      mo-tion  ; 

3.  When  weight  of     sin     op-press -es,     When  dark  de-spair  dis  -  tress -es; 
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'Mid    fires    of      e  -  vil      fall  -  ing,     'Mid    tempter' 


.0: 


.0 — j 


~8T       "WW 

tempter's  voic  -  es  call  -  ing. 
When  from  its  dang-er  shrinking,  And  in  its  dread  deeps  sink-ing. 
All    thro'  the   life  that's  mor-tal,      And     when  I    pass  death's  port  -  al. 
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REFRAIN. 
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Re  -  member    me,    O,     might-y  one,  Remember,  re-mem-ber  me. 

remember  me. 
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No.  106.        NO  NIGHT  IN  GLORY. 


J.  M.  &  E.  R.  B. 


John  McPherson. 


1.  No  night  in     glo-ry — a  bright,  sweet  land,  Where  shadows  of  sor-row  ne'er 

2.  No  night  in     glo-ry —   <)   rapt'rous  tho't   For  those  who  will  Sa- tan  with- 

3.  No  night  in     glo-ry      for  you  and   me,     But  prais-es      to  God  there  we'll 
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come;    The  Lamb  is     the  light  of    this     love -lit  strand,  Of    glo  -  ry,  my 
stand  ;  But    peace  ev  -  er  -  last-ing    my      Sav-ior  bought,  O,  who  would  not 
sing ;    For     send-ing     his  Son  from  our      sins    to   free,     My  soul's  full  of 
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CHORUS. 
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beau  -  ti  -  f  ul  home. 

go     to   that  land? 

praise  to    this  King. 

.m. 


No  night  in    glo-ry!        No  night  in    glo-ry! 
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O,  that  beau-ti  -  ful   rest   far     a  -  way ! 
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No  night  in    glo  -  ry  ! 
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NO  NIGHT  IN  GLORY.    Concluded. 
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No  night     in     glo-ry!     But      glo-rious     and    ne'er  -  end-ing    day! 
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No.  107.        CORONATION.    C.  M. 


En.   Pkkkom.t. 


Oliver  IIoi.dkn. 
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1.  All      hail  the  pow'r  of        Jc  -  sus' name!  Let      an  -  gels  prostrate  fall; 

2.  Let       ev  -  'ry    kin-dred,     ev  -  'ry  tribe,    On      this  ter  -  res-trial  ball, 

3.  Oh,     that,  with  yonder       sa-cred  throng,  We      at     his   feet  may  fall! 


Bring  forth  the  roy-al     di  -    a-dem,    And  crown  him  Lord     of 

To  him    all  maj  -  es  -  ty      as-cribe,    And  crown  him  Lord     of 

"We'll  join  the    ev  -  er-  last-  ing  song,    And  crown  him  Lord     of 


all: 
all: 

all: 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al      di  -  a-dem,    And  crown  him    Lord 

To  him    all  maj  -  es  -  ty     as-cribe,  And  crown  him     Lord 

We'll  join  the   ev  -  er- last- ing  song,  And  crown  him    Lord 
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of 
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all. 
all. 
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No.  108.    "LO,  I  AM  WITH  YOU  ALWAY." 


Grace  L.  Banks. 


i 


5^5=4 


--k — S~ n— ^ 


-N— N- 


*Em3Em^E££S=iE*Em 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  In    the    shad  -  ow     of    his  wings    I      am     rest  -  ing  ev-'ry    day  ; 

2.  "It     is       I,        be     not     a  -  fraid,"  Sweetly      all  bow  to   his  will  ; 

3.  Tho'  the  light  grow  dim  and  dark,    Yet  mv  heart  will  still  rejoice, 
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And  my    soul     with  rapture  sings     Of    his  love  a  -  long  the  way  ; 

E'en    the  winds  and  waves  o  -  bey     His  soft  voice  of  "peace,  be  still !" 

For   he's    near     us,    list  -  en,  hark  !  To   his  sweet,  his  still  small  voice : 
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Tho'    the  storms  may  rend  the  sky    And    the      ver   -   y  depths  may  shock, 

I     will     lis    -    ten    to  his  word,   Tho'  the     hum-blest    of     his    Hock, 
"Fear  not,  child,  I'm  with  thee  now  ;  will      be      thy  last-ing  friend." 
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I     will  safe  -  ly,  sweet-ly     lie        In     the  shad-ow       of  the  rock. 

And  when  heights  and  depths  are  stirr'd    I      will  rest  with  -  in  the  rock. 

Hum-bly     to       his  mandate  bow ;     He'll  be  with  you      to  the    end. 


"LO,  I  AM  WITH  YOU  ALWAY."  Concluded. 
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Tho'  the  storms  may  rend  the  sky,                          Storms  may  rend  the  skv, 
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And  the    ver 
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y      depths  may  shock, 
And  the  ver  -  y  depths  may  shock,  ver  -  y  depths  may  shock, 
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safe  -  ly, 

safe  -  ly,    sweet  -  ly       lie, 
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lie, 

safe  -  lv,  sweetly     lie 


In    the     shad  -  ow 
In    the     shad  -  ow 


the     rock, 
the     rock. 
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No.  109.     PRAYER  OF  GETHSEMANE. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 
Moderato 

S6=E 


W.  T.  G. 
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1.  Oh,  won  -der-  ful  place  where  Je  -  sus  prayed  ;  Beau-ti  -  ful  gar  -  den, 

2.  Oh,  bless  -  ed     be     e'er  the     place  di  -  vine ;      Beau-ti  -  ful  gar  -  den, 

3.  Oh,  "  Not  as      I    will,  but       as  thou  wilt;"     Beau-ti  -  ful  prayer  of 
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Geth-sem  -a  -  ne.  On  01  -  i  -  vet's  slope,  by  Ki  -  dron's  side; 
Geth-sem-a  -  ne.  Where  Je-  sus breath'd  forth  that  prayer  sub  -  lime; 
Geth-sem -a  -  ne.     May     this   be    my  prayer, by     faith      up -built; 
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Slow. 
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Beau-ti-  ful   gar-den,  Geth-sem- a  -  ne.        "  Fa-ther,"  he  cried,  as     he 
Beau-ti  -  ful   gar-den,  Geth-sem-a  -  ne.  Fa-ther,    I      too  would  come 

Beau-ti-  ful  prayer  of    Geth-sem-a-  ne.  Fa-ther,    I     pray  for   the 
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as  thou  wilt." 
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ton -der- ly  knelt,  "Not  as    I    will,  but 

nigh  un  -  to    thee,  Pray-ing  the  prayer  of  Geth-sem-a  -  ne. 

faith  of     thy  Son,  Not  that  my  will,  but    thine  be  done. 

-G> 1 1 0    sr> 


~-<2- 


2=3: 


122 


r 


This  was  his 
"Not  as     I 
This  was  the 
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PRAYER  OE  GETHSEMANE. 


Concluded. 


prayer  in  Geth-seru  -  a  -  ne ;  Beau-ti  -  ful  prayer  of  Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne. 
will,"  be  it  e'er  my  plea;  Beau-ti  -  ful  prayer  of  Geth-sem -a  -  ne. 
prayer  of  Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne;    Beau-ti  -  ful  prayer  of  Geth-sem -a  -  ne. 
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No.  110.    THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE. 


Mrs.  M.  A.  W.  Cook. 


W.  G.  Thomas. 


1 .  In      some   way      or        oth   -  er 

2.  At      some  time      or        oth    -  er 

3.  De  -  spond  then      no      long  -  er, 
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The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide; 
The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide; 
The       Lord    will     pro    -    vide; 
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It       may 

It       may 

And    this 

way, 
time, 
ken, 
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be       thy     way; 
be       thy     time; 
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And  yet  in  his  own  way 
And  yet  in  his  own  time 
Hath        ev    -    er      been     bro  -  ken — 


The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide. 
The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide. 
The      Lord    will     pro  -  vide. 
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No.  111. 


THE  CITY  OF  GOLD. 


LU. 

MlLO  W.  NETHERCUrr. 


1.  There's  a     cit    -    y    that  looks  o'er  the      val   -  ley     of  death,  And    its 

2.  There  the  King,  our    Ke-deem  -  er,   the    Lord  whom  we   love,     All   the 

3.  Ev  -  'rv  soul     we   have  led       to    the     foot       of     the  cross,    Ev  -  'rv 

s    s 


glo  -  ries  can  nev  -  er  be 
faith  -  ful  with  rapt  -  ure  be 
lamb     we  have  brought  to   the 


told  ;  There  the  sun  nev  -  er  sets, 
hold  ;  There  the  right-eous  for  -  ev- 
fold,      Shall  be  kept     as  bright  jew- 
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and  the  leaves  nev  -  er  fade,  In  that  beau  -  ti-ful  cit-y  of  Gold. 
er  shall  shine  as  the  stars  In  that  beau  -  ti-ful  cit-y  of  Gold, 
els  our  crown    to      a  -  dorn,    In  that  beau  -  ti-ful    cit-v      of      (iold. 
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nev  -  er    sets, 


And      the 


There    the   sun 
,  CHORUS. 
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There    the   sun  nev  -  er  sets,     and  the  leaves  nev  -  er  fade,   1  here   the 


v-r 


¥.-=¥- 


124 


THE  CITY  OF  GOLD.    Concluded. 

leaves  nev  -  er    fade  ; 
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sun  nev  -  er   sets,    and  the  leaves  nev- er  fade;  There  the  eyes      of    the 
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faith-ful  their  Sav-ior     be-hold,    In  that  beau  -  ti-ful  cit  -  y     of  Gold. 
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No.  112. 


OLD  HUNDRED. 
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G.  Franc. 
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1.  Praise  God,from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ;  Praise  Plim,  all  creatures  here  be  -  low  ; 

2.  To  God  the   Fa-ther,  God  the  Son,  And  God  the  Spir-it,  three  in    one, 


Praise  Him,  a  -  bove,  ye  heav'n-ly  host;  Praise  Fa-ther,  Son,  and  Ho  -  ly  (Ihost. 
Be   hon  -  or,  praise,  and  glo  -  rv  giv'n    By     all    on  earth  and  all      in  heav'n. 
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No.  113. 

F.  M.  D. 


GLIDING  AWAY. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


j=g=EI=Fffi-tf— *-f 


a  -  way  from  the  vale          of  time, 

a  -  way  to  the  Sum   -  mer  land, 

a  -  way  from  the  dark  and  cold, 

#■     -4  #  #•     A       # 


We    are  glid  -  ing      a  -  way   o'er    the 

Where  our  loved  ones  have  gone  on       be  ■ 

To    the   por  -  tals     of     glad-ness    and 


sea,  \  To  the  beau-  ti  -  f  ul 
fore  ;  Soon  our  barks  will  be 
light;  In  the  home  of  the 
#  •#-    -*    -^    -*•    -#-    #• 
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shore  in   a     fair  -  er  clime,  Wher^  the  dwellers  from  sor-row  are 
moored  on  the  shin-ing  strand      Of  the  beau -ti  -  ful    ev-er- green  shore, 
soul  we  shall  soon  be  -  hold     Joy-ful  6cenesof    sur-prise  and    de  -  light. 


Glid  -  ing 


-way, 
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glid  -  ing     a  -  way, 


Glid  -  ing         a- 
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GLIDING  AWAY.    Concluded. 


glid  -  ing        a  -    wav,      Glid  -  ing 
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way      o'er     the      sea. 
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way, 

Coda  after  last  verse. 
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Glid  -  ing    a  -  way,     .     .     .  glid  -  ing    a  -  way 

Gliding  a  -  way,  gliding  a-way,  a  -  way,       a     -     way. 


-0-0-0- 


No.  114. 


WEBB. 


For  Music  see  No.  151. 

1   Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross  ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  hanner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

'_!  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 
Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 
Ye  dare  not  trust  vour  own  : 
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Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song. 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 


No.  115.      IT  IS  I,  BE  NOT  AFRAID. 


S.    L.    CUTHBERT. 


3E 


N— fr-fr— -K— V 
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Jas.  L.  Orr. 
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1.  When  the   mist -y  clouds     a-round  you  Hide  the    sunlight  from  your  eyes, 

2.  Darkness    here,  yet   still      a- bove  you  Shines  the  gold-en     cit   -    y  bright; 

3.  With  his      presence    ev   -    er  near  you,  Needed       aid  and  hope     to  bring, 


And  the  darkness  that  surrounds  you  Veils  the  brightness  of  the  skies ; 
On  its  streets  are  those  who  love  you,  Hap-py  in  its  ra-diant  light. 
How  his  words  should  al-wavs  cheer  you,  Make  your  heart  with  jov     to    sing. 

■#■    -0-.     ■#■•#•  fS  /C\ 


-*•      -S-   -#•-#-   -0-   -0- .    -0- 


Then,  when-e'er  your  cour-age    fal-ters,    Hear  the    words  the  Mas  -  ter  said, 
With  your  Sav-ior  close      be -side  you,    Do    not     fear,    be    not      dismayed, 
Oh,   the     light  of    day       is    shin-ing     Far    be  -  yond  the  clouds  and  shade, 
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When  he  walked  up -on       the  wa-ters — It      is 

With  his    hand  and  voice  to  guide  you — It      is 

No  more  dark-ness  or        re  -  pin-ing — It      is 


I,  be  not 
T,  be  not 
I,     be     not 


a  -fraid. 

a  - fraid. 
a -fraid. 


By  permission. 
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IT  IS  I,  BE  NOT  AFRAID.     Concluded. 


REFRAIN. 


-*— A- 
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By  and      by there  conies  the     dawn         ...      ing 

By   and      by  there  comes  the  dawning,    By    and    by  there  comes  the  dawning 
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glo         -         -         -       rious,  hap-py       day; 

glorious,  hap-py     day,  Of      a        glo-rious,    hap-py     day; 


1/  / 

In    the     bright 


ness      of 
bright-ness      of       that    morn  -  ing,      In 
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that     morn 

the  brightness  of    that 
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-     ing  All    the      clouds shall  fade    a 

morning    All    the  clouds  shall  fade  a  -  way,  fade 


way. 
way, 
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No.  116.      THE  SWEETEST  NAME. 


DUET. 


J.  C.  Bridge. 


1.  There  is      no  name  so  sweet  on  earth,        No  name    so  dear  in  heav-en, 

2.  And  when  he  hung  up-on    the  cross,     They  wrote  this  name  a  -  bovehim, 
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As      that      be -fore  his  wond'rous  birth,  To  Christ  the  Sav- ior      giv  -  en. 
That      all     might  see    the  rea-son     we       For-ev    -    er- more  should' love  him. 


*=3b 


P       ^       P 

King, 

of  Christ  our  King, 
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And    hail  the  Lamb  who   frees     us.  There  is     no 
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THE  SWEETEST  NAME.     Concluded. 


No.  117. 

E.  R.  Latta. 


JESUS  IS  THE  WAY. 


■Ma 


i \- 


*-£ 


N^h 
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W.  T.  GlFFE. 


if 


mm 


1.  Have  you  pone  in  paths  forbidden?  Je-sus  is     the  way.    Are  your  hopes  in 

2.  Would  you  find  the  path  to  Heaven?  Je-sus  is     the  way.    End-less  joy    by 

3.  Saints     a-bove,  thro' him  have  entered  !  Je-sus  is     the  way.   Let  your  hopes  in 


1  j      'j  '**  ^» 

1/       V  ^ 

dark-ness  hid-den  ?  Je  -  sus     is     the     way. 

him    is     giv-en!   Je-sus     is     the     way.   Je-sus    is  the  way,  Come  to 
him   be    centered!  Je -sus     is     the     way. 
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him    to  -  dav,  Hear  the  spir- it    gen-tly  whisper,   Je-sus    is     the    wav. 
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No.  118. 


BID  THEM  AHOY! 


E.  R.  Latta. 

Earnestly. 

1  %J  3:3  3  s 


W.  T.  Gjffe. 


1.  P»rav-ing   the  bil-lows,   thoughtless-ly,   gai- ly,  Earth's  empty  pleasures  their 

2.  Dark    is    the  storm-cloud,  but  will  they  heed  it?  Soon  it  shall  rock  their  frail 
.'>.  Vn  -  der    the  sur-face,     stealth-i  -    lv    wait-ing,  Per  -  il  -  ous  rocks  are    to 
4.  Bid  them  take  passage,       pass-age   for   glo- ry,  Home  of    the  faithful     and 


m 


fa  -  v'rite  em  -  ploy  : 

bark   like      a       toy ; 

pierce  and     de  -  stroy 

re  -  gion     of      jov  ; 

9  ^9      £ 


Scof-fing 
Theirs  the 
Vain  -  ly 
Je  -  sus 


at    dan-ger,        sin  -  ners  are   dai    -  ly, 

a-tonement,      but  will  they  plead  it? 

the  night  is         dark-ly     be  -  lat   -  ing, 

redeemed  them,  tell  them  the  sto  -    ry, 
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CHORUS. 
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Flee 
Flee 
Flee 
Flee 
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to  their  res -cue  and 
to  their  res -cue  and 
to  their  res -cue  and 
to   their  res  -  cue  and 
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bid  them    a  -  hoy ! 
bid  them    a  -  hoy  ! 
bid  them    a  -  hoy  ! 
bid  them    a-  hoy  ! 
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a  -  hoy ! 
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sin  -  ners,  Out   up-on    the    wave;       A -hoy!    a- hoy!    sin  -  ners, 
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BID  THEM  AHOY!     Concluded. 


Je  -  sus  died    to        save 


A  -  hoy  ' 


■s-f- 
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a  -  hoy !     .     .  Je  - sus 

A  -  hoy  !  a  -  hoy ! 
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(Small  notes  to  be  played  as  an  echo.) 


No.  119.     MY  SOUL,  BE  ON  THY  GUARD. 


1.  My  soul,      be        on       thy  guard!  Ten  thousand  foes    a    -    rise; 

2.  O  watch,  and    fight,    and  pray !  The  bat  -  tie  ne'er  give    o'er ; 

3.  Ne'er  think     the      vie  -  t'ry  won,  Nor  lav  thine  ar-mor    down; 
-&-  ■#-■#■•#■  fS>-  -&-                               ■*■       ^ 


9^ 


The  hosts    of     sin    are    press  -  ing      hard    To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

Re     -  new     it    bold-ly       ev    -  ery       day,    And  help  di  -  vine  im-plore. 

Thy  ar-duous  work  will  not      be        done  Till  thou  ob  -  tain  thy  crown. 
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No.  120.     REJOICE,  YE  RANSOMED. 


Words  and  Melody  by  Dr.  D.  L.  Overholser. 


tlEEf 


m — m- 
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1.  ()    bless-ed    day,    O    hap-py  hour, 

2.  Here  we  shall  see    the  saints  of    old, 

3.  The  good  of     ev  -  'ry  clime  and  ape, 

4.  The  charm  supreme  of   that    a  -  bode, 

5.  O    hap-py  place!  O  bliss  sublime  ! 


r* 


Arr.  by  R.  Jay  Powell. 


-A— A 


When    we   sball  walk  in      E -den's  bow'r, 
The   pa  -  tri-arehs  and  prophets  bold, 
The  rich  and  poor,  unlearn'd  and  sage, 
Is     he    who  sav'd  us     by    his  blood, 
O    bless-ed  -  ness  unknown  to  time  ! 


pM 


T 

Where     e  -  vil    can    mo -lest  no   more    And     all     our  tri  -  als  shall  be  o'er. 
Who     stood  for  truth  and  right-eous-ness  'Midst  per  -se  -  cu  -  tion  and    dis-tress. 
Whose  hearts  were  cleans'd  in     Je  -  sus' blood,    U  -    nite    in  songs  of  praise  to    God. 
His     pres-ence  beams  with  rapt'rous  light,  And   thrills  the  sav'd  with  pure  de-light. 
No     pain  nor  death  can   en  -  ter  there,     A       vie  -  tor's  crown  the  ransomed  wear. 


m    m    I — 
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Re  -  joice,     .  re  -  joice,     .     .     .     And      trust-ing    in     his      word : 

Re  -  joice,       .       .re  -  joice, 

N     I  SIN 
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REJOICE,  YE  RANSOMED. 


Concluded. 


Press  on -ward  to     the  prize  in  view,    For      all    who    to    the    end  are   true. 
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No.  121.    COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING. 


C.  Wesley. 


(Italian  Hymn,  6s.  4s.) 


Felice  Giardini. 


ha— 

S— 

1.  Come,  thou  al  -  might  -  y     King, 

2.  Come,  thou  in  -  car    -    nate  word, 

3.  Come,  ho  -   ly  Com  -    fort  -  er, 


u 


Help  us  thy  name  to  sinjr, 
Gird  on  thy  might  -  y  sword, 
Thy    sa  -  cred     wit     -     ness      bear, 


Help  us  to  praise.  Fa  -  ther  all  -  glo  -  ri  -  ous,  O'er  all  vic- 
Onr  prayer  at  -  tend;  Come  and  thy  peo  -  pie  bless,  And  give  thy 
In    this  glad    hour;      Thou    who       al  -  might  -  y     art,    Now     rule      in 


to  -  ri  -  ons,  Come    and     reign      o 

word  suc-eess  ;    Spir  -  it         of         ho 

ev  -  'ry  heart,  And    ne'er    from     us 


ver   us,       An  -  cient      of       days, 
li  -  ness,    On        us         de  -  ecend. 
de-part,  Spir    -  it         of      pow'r. 
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No.  122.    FAINT,  YET  PURSUING. 


Geo.  Lansing  Taylor. 

Earnestly 


S.  C.  Hanson. 


Words  of  Chorus  by  R.  A.  Evilsi:  er. 


m 


J 


1 .  "  Faint,  faint,  yet  pur  -  su-  ing,"  rose  Gid  -  e  -  on's  band,  From  Jor-dan's 

2.  No       tri-  umph  a  -  bides  but  the   tri-umph  o'er  all;    The     last   foe 

3.  O       soul    in      af  -  Hie  -  tion  !  (_)     spir  -  it      in  strife!   In      bat  -  tie 

4.  Then,  then     of    our  Ca-naan  for  -  ev  -  er    pos-sessed,  No      foe  shall 

S  N 

N  -  IN 


wild  sur  -ges     to 
in     ar-  mor  must 

for  righteous-ness, 
in-vadeour   in     - 


Gil  -  e  -  ad's  land  ;  Drenched,  bat-tie-worn,  wea-ry,  they 

fly     or  must  fall ;  Then  sweet  to    the    he  -  ro     is 

lib  -  er  -  ty,    life,  Know,  know  that  all    raptures   in 

vi    -  o  -  late  rest;  The  smile  of    our  Gid-eon  shall 

N  \ 
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paused  not   for    rest,    For  "faint,  yet  pur-su  -ing,"  is    val -or's  last  test, 
slum-ber  from  toil,      In    tents   of    the  vanquished,  re-freshed  with  the  spoil. 

vie  -  to  -  ry  blend,  And  "  faint,  yet  pur-su  -  ing,"  pur-sue    to    the  end. 

sun-shine  af  -  ford,  Aud  peace   o  -  ver-flow  in     the  land  of     theblesL 
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Then,  "  faint  yet  pur  -  ju-  ing,"  press   on-  ward  to-  day,  Press  on-ward,  still 
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FAINT,  YET  PURSUING.    Concluded. 


on-ward  and   make     no     de-lav,   God's   ban- ner  floats  o'er    us,   our 
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Gid  -e  -  on  leads,  Strike bold-ly     for  heav-en  with  val  -  or-ous  deeds 
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No.  123. 


I'M  A  PILGRIM. 


Mrs.  Mary  S.  B.  Dana. 


-0-0-0  -a— -;-f 


German  Melody. 

FINE. 


—A- 


1.  I'm  a     pil -grim,  and  I'm  a     stran-ger,       I  can    tar-ry,  I  can  tar-ry  but  a    night; 

2.  There,  the  glo  -  ry  is  ev  -  er    shin  -  ing ;      Oh,  my  longing  heart,  my  longing  heart  is  there ; 

3.  There's  the  cit  -  y    to  which  I    jour  -  ney ;     My  Re  -  deemer,  my  Redeemer   is  its   light ; 


♦   ^- 
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Do  not  de  -  tain  me,  for  I  am     go    -    ing    To  where  the  fountains  are  ev-  er     flow  -  ing. 
Here  in  this  country  so  dark  and  drear  -  y,      I  long  have  wandered  for-lorn  and  wea  -   ry. 
There  is  no    sorrow,  nor  a  -  ny    sigh  -  ing,  Nor  a  -  ny  tears  there,  nor  a  -  ny    dy  -  ing. 

^M-V-*-y-  0  0000  -i — i — ^-?-  •zfl'+tZ ±=±31 
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No.  124.      BLUE  SEA  OF  GALILEE. 


Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  ( )     won  -  drous  sea 

2.  Would   I        had    been  . 

3.  O    praise     his    name!  . 

4.  When  storm-clouds  dark 


i7rp 
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of    Gal  -  i  -   lee!     .  .  . 

with   Jc  -  Bus    there,.  .  . 

he's  just    the    same   .  .  . 

arc  round  my  hark,  .  .  . 
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In    yon  -    dor   land      bo  bright    and   fair; 

In  that     dear  nook be -side      the    sea, 

As  when      he   stood be -side      the    sea; 

While  out       up  -  on life's  troubled    sea,  . 


O   sweet       to      me    . 
His  words      of       love  . 
He      an  -  swers  prayer 
He    stills     the     waves 


the  thoughts  of  thee,  . 

my  heart     to  move, 

as      he       did  there, 

and  sweet  -  ly  saves, 


BLUE  SEA  OF  GALILEE.     Concluded. 


CHORUS. 
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O    calm  blue  sea  !  0       sil  -  v'ry  sea  !  Where  our  Redeemer  loved  to     l>< 
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O    wondrous  sea     of       Gal  -  i  -  lee  !     I     love  to  think  and  dream  of  thee. 
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No.  125. 


RETREAT.     L.  M. 


3=n 


Dr.  Tiios.  Hastings. 
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From  ev  -  ery  stormy    wind  that  blows,  From  every   swelling    tide    of     woes, 
There  is       a  place  where  Je-  sus  sheds  The    oil      of    gladness    on  our  heads — 
There  is       a  scene  where  spirits  blend,  Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend; 
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There    is       a    calm,    a     sure    re-treat ;  'Tis  found  beneath  the    mer  -  cy-seat. 

A    place  than  all     be-sides  more  sweet;  It     is  the  blood-bought  mer  -  cy-seat. 

Though  sundered  far,    by    faith  they  meet  A  -  round  one  common  mer  -  cy-seat. 
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No.  126.        JESUS  IS  CALLING. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


J.  F.  Kino. 


,    J    Je-sus   is    tender  -  ly    call-ingfor  you,    Calling  for  you,    call-ing  for  me; 

1.  Will  you  not  stop,  and  give  ear  to    his  call,     Lovingand  sweet,  lov-ing  and  sweet; 
n   J    Je-sus  ill  iner-cy    is    call-ing  lor  you,     Calling  for  you,    call-ing  for  me  ; 

\  Will  we  for-get  that  his  life  lie  once  gave,  That  we  might  live,  that  we  might  live; 
»     I    Je-sus  is    patient  -  ly    call-ing  for  you,    Calling  for  you,    call-ingfor  me; 

\  Will  we  not  ask  him  while  he  may  he  found?  Love  and  o-  hey,  love  and  o  -  hey  ; 


9M 


•*%  L  L  L  1 

— a-»-^— »-to— i 


f-^-f-F^-S-f^-F*-*-*-*^ 


-\— rV 


-zL— to— •— F 


-S 


-0\ — <■-.-'-# 

Je-sus  is    tender- ly    call-ingfor  you,     Calling  for  you  and  for 
Will  you  not  humbly  and  will-ing- ly  fall?     Trustingly   fall  at  his 

Je-sus  in  mer-cy   is     call-ing  for  you,    Calling  for  you  and  for 
Will  you  ac-cept  of   his    of-  fer    to  save  ?  Will  you  his  pardon  re 

Je-sus    is   patient- ly     call-ing  for  you,    Calling  for  you  and  for 

Je-sus   is  calling!  Oh  hear  the  glad  sound,  Haste  to  the  Sav-ior  to 
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call  -  ing,     call  -  ing      for      you  ;     Call  -  ing       for 
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JESUS  IS  CALLING.     Concluded. 


No.  127. 


AMERICA. 


Words  bv  S.  F.  Smith. 


U  Maestoso. 


S 
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1.  My     coun  -  try,     'tis        of       thee,     Sweet  land      of  lib    -  er  -  ty. 

2.  My       na   -  tive    coun  -  try !  thee,     Land      of  the  no  -    ble  free, 

3.  Let      rau  -    sic    swell     the    breeze,  And      ring  from  all      the  trees 

4.  Our      fa  -   ther's  God,     to      thee,       An  -  thor      of  lib   -  er  -  ty, 

mm  m       ■#■       +■ 


Of       thee       I       sing;  Land  where    my       fa  -  thers  died,  Land  of    the 
Thy    name      I      love;        I       love      thy    rocks   and  rills,    Thy  woods  and 

Sweet    free  -  dom's  song  ;  Let     mor  -   tal    tongues  a- wake,    Let    all    that 

To      thee     we      sing ;  Long  may     our     land      be  bright  "With  freedom's 
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pilgrim's  pride,  From  ev  -   'ry 

templed  hills;  My  heart   with 

breathe  par-take,    Let  rocks  their 

ho  -  'ly  light ;  Pro  -  tect      us 
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mountain  side,    Let 
rap-ture  thrills,  Like 
si  -lence  break,  The 
by   thy  might,  Great 
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free-dom     riDg. 

that     a  -   bove. 

sound  pro  -  long. 

God  our   King. 
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No.  128.        BRINGING  THEM  IN. 


Arr.  by  E.  N.  C. 
JSot  too  fast. 


Da.  E.  N.  Campbell. 
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1.  To  our  dear  Sabbath-school  there  ought  many 

2.  Let  me  think :  are  there  none  of  the  dear  ones 

3.  How         ma  -  ny  there  be  whom   I    pass    ev  - 


to  come,  Who  spend  Sunday 
at  home,  The  large  or  the 
ery  day,  Who  spend  all  their 
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wand'ring  or 
lit  -  tie,  who 
Sun-days  in 
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tri-fling    at  home ;     I'll 
nev-er  have  come?  Oh,  I'll 
frol  -  ic     and  play  ;    If 
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try  to  bring  one,  or 
beg  and  I'll  coax,  try 
I     could  get     one     of 


I'll 
for 
them 
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try  to  bring  two,  Yes,  all  that  I  can  I'm  de  -  ter-mined  to  do.  God 
one,  try  for  two,  Yes,  all  that  I  can  I'm  de  -  ter-mined  to  do.  My 
now,   or    get  two,  To  come  here  next  Sabbath,  what  good  it  might  do.        I 
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meant  all  the  peo  -  pie  who  live  in  this  place  To  hear  of  his 
neigh  -  bors  and  play-mates  who  live  on  my  street,  I'll  ask  them  to 
hope   that       to      heav  -  en      some    day     I     will    go,  What    glo  -  ry  and 
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BRINGING  THEM  IN.     Continued. 
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good-ness     and     join    in    his  praise 
come  here    the     next  time  we  meet ; 
bless  -  ed  -  ness    then  shall  I    know  ; 
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;  So    I'll      try     to  bring  or/e,  or     I'll 
Who         knows  but    a-mongthem  I'll 
But     I      want    in    that  glo  -  ry     to 
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try    to  bring  two, 
get    one     or    two, 
meet  all     of   you, 

0       0       9       0 

Yes, 
For 
So 

0 

all  that     I      can  I'm    de    -  ter-mined    to     do. 
all  that     I      can   I'm    de   -  ter-mined    to     do. 
all  that     I      can  I'm    de    -  ter-mined    to     do. 
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Oh,     yes,    I     will    la  -  bor  and     sure-ly    will    try      To      win  souls  for 
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heav-en     be  -  fore      I      must  die ;     So     I'll     try     to  bring  one,  or    I'll 
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BRINGING  THEM  IN.    Concluded. 
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try     to  bring  two,    Yes,     all   that    I     can   I'm    de  -  termined     to     do 
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No.  129.    "  I'M  KNEELING  AT  THE  DOOR." 

Lydia  C.  Baxter.  Henry  A.  Lewis. 
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1.  I'm    kneeling,  Lord,    at   mer-cy's  gate,  With  trembling  hope  and  fear ; 

2.  None    ev  -  er  ernp  -  ty  turned  a  -  way  Who 'tru-ly  sought  thy  face; 
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I've    wait -ed  long,     and  still    I     wait,  Thy  gra-cious  word  to    hear; 
And       I,     my  Sav  -  ior,  come  to-day,     To  seek  thy  pard'ning  grace; 
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Thy      precious  word    has  bid    me  seek    The  joys  thou  hast  in    store ; 
Thy      precious  blood    is     all    my  plea,  This  can   my  soul    re  -  store ; 
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Copyright,  1892,  by  Henry  A.  Lewis. 
144 


:fcES=:N=M: 


fc±t=fe=tte=d 


t= 


"I'M  KNEELING."    Concluded. 
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O   Lord,  in    mer  -  cy  speak  to     me,     I'm  kneeling    at    the  door. 
O   Lord,  in    mer  -  cy  speak  to     me,     I'm  kneeling    at    the  door. 
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Kneel         ....   jng    at       the     door, 

Kneel -ing    at       the  door,  kneel -ing     at       the   door, 
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kneel         -  -   ing     at       the  door, 

kneel  -  ing     at       the  door,  kneel  -  ing     at       the     door, 
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O   Lord,  in   mer   -  cy  speak  to     me,     I'm  kneeling    at    the  door. 
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No.  130.     OUR  HAPPY  HOME  BEYOND. 


R.  A.  Evilsizer. 


S.  C.  Hanson. 


1.  We  are     sail-ing  on    an     ocean  homeward  bound, 

2.  Blessed  home !  we're  ever  nearer    to   the    skies 

3.  Oh,  how    hap-py   the    re  -  cep-tion  to  our  liome ! 

4.  Ilap-py  home!  we're  drawing  nearer  ev'ry     day, 


For    we  know    no 
When  each  even  -  ing 
Ju  -  bi -  lant    the 
And     we    speed  with 
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other  place  like  home  is  found  ; 
calm  and  dewy  morn    a  -  rise, 
songs  will  ech-o  thro'  its  dome; 
eager  heart-beats  on  our  way ; 


All  our  sails  are  proudly  swelling  to  the 
And  we  glad-ly  raise  a  thankful,  hap-py 
Ev'ry  tongue  shall  shout  the  welcome  when  we 
Oh,  the  rapture    of  that  meeting  on   the 
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breeze, 
song 
meet 

shore, 


And  our  Gos  -  pel     ban-ner's  float- ing     o'er    the   seas. 
As    we  swift  -  ly,    sure  -  ly   speed  our    way     a  -  long. 
In   that  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  home  of      love     so   sweet. 
When  we  clasp  glad  hands  with  friends  who've  gone  be-  fore. 
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OUR  HAPPY  HOME  BEYOND.    Concluded. 
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Bless -ed   home,  we're  drawing  near  -  er     day      by     day,  Shout-ing 

near      -      er  day    by     day, 
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songs  of  faith  triumphant  on  our   way;  Bless-ed  home,  our  happy 

triumph  -    ant  on    our    way; 


home  beyond  the  sea,  "\\  here  we  II  dwell  in  peace  thro'  all   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 

be     -      yond  the  sea, 
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No.  131.     SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER, 

1  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne, 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  kuown. 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief, 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 

To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless: 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  bis  word  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
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No.  132.         A  WORD  FOR  JESUS. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


W.  G.  Thomas. 
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1.  Are  you  dropping  a   word  for    Je  -  sus, 

2.  Are  you  dropping  a  word  for    Je  -  sus, 

3.  Are  you  dropping  a  word  for    Je  -  sus,- 
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Qui-  et  -  ly,  here  and  there? 
Tender-  ly,  now  and  then? 
Do-  ing  it    earn-est  -  ly? 
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When  it    seemeth  to     be      in    sea -son —  Dropping    it    with   a     pray'r ; 

But    of   fruitage  it     e'er  may  yield  you,  Ask -ing  not  where  or   when; 

In    the  day   of  the   Re  -  sur- rec  -  tion,  Great-er  vour  jov  shall    be! 
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This  is  yourdu-ty,  my  broth-er,  Do  it,  from  day  to  -  day! 
This  is  yourdu-ty,  O  Christian,  Do  it,  with  will-ing  heart! 
This    is    yourdu-ty,     my  broth-er,   Hearts  that  in     sin   are      dead, 


Leav-ing    it    with  the     Mast  -  er, 

Souls  you  may  save  from     ru     -  in, 

Mav   to    new    life    a   -    wak    -  en, 
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He  will  the  act  re  -  pay. 
Do  -  ing  this  hum-ble  part. 
If    but  that  word  be       said. 
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A  WORD  FOR  JESUS.    Concluded. 

P  CHORUS. 
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Dropping  a    word  for    Je  -  sus, 
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Dropping  in  hope,  dropping  with  care, 
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Dropping  in    faith,  dropping  with  praver,  Dropping  a  word  for    Je  -  sus. 
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No.  133.     HOW  SWEET,  HOW  HEAVENLY. 

Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  How  sweet,  how  heav'nly  is     the  sight,  When  those  that  love  the     Lord 

2.  When  each  can  feel   his  brother's  sigh,  And     with  him  bear  a       part; 

3.  When  free  from  en  -  vy,  scorn,  and  pride,  Our    wish-es     all      a  -  hove, 
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In  one  a  -  nother's  peace  de-light,  And  so  full- fill  the  word. 
When  sor  -  row  flows  from  eye  to  eye,  And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 
Each    can    his  brother's     fail-ings  hide,     And      show    a    brother's  love. 
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No.  134.         CHRIST  IS  RISEN. 


M.  M.  B. 


(Easter.) 


Mrs.  Mary  M.  Bowen. 
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1.  Wake,  111-  ies  !   wake,  lil  -  ies  !  Light  shines,  the  aw  -  ful  night  is    past ; 

2.  Glad  greeting,    glad  greeting,    Sing  forth  and  all    the  world  shall  know, 

3.  Wake,  lil -ies  !   wake,  lil  -  ies  !  Lift     to    the   skv  your glor- ies   now, 
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Breathe,  lil  -  ies  !  O  lil  -  ies,  Life  breaks  the  lone-  ly  grave  at  last; 
He  liv-eth,  He  reigneth,  Far  as  the  seas  of  heav-en  flow; 
Tri  -  umphant,     O         lil  -  ies,      Ye  shall    a  -  dorn  a  Concpjeror's  brow ; 
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Pour  forth  thy  censers  of  per-fume,  Low  bend  and  kiss  the  empty  tomb, 
Sing,  sing  the  joy  -  ful  theme  re  -  veal,  Sing,  sing  and  bid  the  nations  kneel, 
Hail,  hail,  ye  morning  stars  that  sing,    Hail,  hail,  creation's  heights  shall  ring, 
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No  more     a  -  bid-eth  there    the     gloom,    Our     Christ    is 

Sing   on       till    ev  -  'ry  heart  shall     feel,      Our     Christ    is 

Crown  him     vie  -  to-rious  Lord    and    King,     Our     Christ   is 
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ris'n. 
ris'n. 
ris'n. 
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No.  135.    THE  CHRISTMAS  MESSAGE. 


Helen  Percy. 


B.  C.  Unseld. 


1.  "  Peace,  peace  on  earth !"  the  an-gels  sang,  On  Christ-  mu  nigkt,  bo      long  a  -  go, 

2.  And      leav-ing  all  their  flocks    he-hind,  Tlie  sbep-herds  hast- ened,      ere  the  dawn, 

3.  And      we  may  join  that  an -gel   choir,  Their  message  can  our    voic-es   sing — 


7ft--.*. 


p=EEEi3i 


?■*_-_ 


n-^ 


£3=35*3 


^nzr 


]=*=5zt*==^: 


And       as  their  song  was  borne    a  -  long,  The  shepherds  heard  be   -  low; 
To     bend  the  knee    to      him,  their  Lord,  "Who,    as      a    babe,  was    born  ; 
Glad     tid-ings   of   great    joy     to      all,  Christ    is     our  Sav  -  ior     King!" 
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"Goodwill   to  men!'' the  song  went  on,  "  Glad  ti-dings  of   great  joy    we  bring; 

So     we  may  hear  the  Christmas  song — "  Peace  and    good    will!  "still  ech  -  o  -   ing  ; 
Though  low- ly    may  the  sing  -  er     be,      And  all    untrained  in  art    his  voice, 
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In    Bethlehem,  in     a     man-ger  rude,  Lies  Christ,  the  Sav  -  ior     King  !  " 
So       we    may  bring  our  joy  -  ful  hearts  To     wor -ship  Christ,  our  King!" 
The     heav'nly  song  will  wing  its    way,    And  make  some  heart  re  -  joice! 
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No.  136. 


SOMEWHERE. 


Mbs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  In   that  glorious  morn-ing   bright, 

2.  We  shall  join  the   an  -  gel   band, 

3.  We  shall  gath-er     on    the  shore 

4.  With  the  saints  of  oth  -  er    days, 


We  shall  be  ar-rayed  in  white, 
And  with  harp  and  crown  shall  stand 
When  the  cares  of    life    are    o'er, 

We  shall  sing  the  Sav-ior's  praise, 


Filled  with  gladness  and  de  -  light, 
Near  the  throne  of  God's  right  hand, 

And  the  tears  shall  fall  no    more ; 

And  the  sweet-est    an-them  raise ; 


.-I 

the  bliss-ful  some  -  where. 


I 

In 

In  the  gold-en  some  -  where. 
We  shall  gath-er  some  -  where. 
We  shall  worship  some  -  where. 
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CHORUS. 
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Somewhere,  somewhere,                   somewhere,  somewhere, 
Some  -    where some   -   where, Bow-ing 


Bow  -  ing  low                                          be -fore     the  King, 
low be  -  fore   the     King Strains  of 


SOMEWHERE.    Concluded. 


3 N— I r\-^ 


*z=^=^=^^=^itj=jzg=|=g 


-A- 


strains    of    mel  -   o  -  dy,       of    mel  -  o  -  dy,     will  ring, 
mel         -        -        -       o  -  dy       will  ring, while   the 
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while     the  arch 


arch 


a-bove   shall  ring,      a-bove   6hall  ring, 

a  -  bove   shall  ring, Some- 
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Somewhere,  somewhere, 
where, 


somewhere,  somewhere, 
where, 
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No.  137. 


HO!   REAPERS. 


Tune— Webb. 


1  Ho !  reapers  of  life's  harvest, 

Why  stand  with  rusted  blade, 
Until  the  night  draws  round  thee, 

And  day  begins  to  fade? 
Why  stand  ye  idle,  waiting 

For  reapers  more  to  come? 
The  golden  morn  is  passing, 

Why  sit  ye  idle,  dumb? 


2  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low, 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  the  Lord, 
And  in  the  golden  harvest 

Shall  be  thy  great  reward. 
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No.  138.    SOWING  SEED  FOR  JESUS. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


O.  M.  LiVENCiOOD. 


K=3=* 
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1.  We   are     sow  -  ing  seed  for    Je-sus,  Though 'tis    lit -tie  we   may  straw, 

2.  We   are     sow  -  ing  seed  for    Je-sus,  Though  we     are  but  children  small, 

3.  We   are     sow  -  ing  seed  for    Je-sus,    Glad  his  bidding  we      o  -  bey, 
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We     are      sow- ing  seed  for  Je-sus,  That  we  hope  may  spring  and  grow  ; 

We    are      sow- ing  seed  for  Je-sus,'  We  have  answered  to     his    call; 

We     are      sow- ing  seed  for  Je-sus,  And  we  hope  to  reap  some  dav  ; 

-0-    -0-  -&- 
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That  we     hope  may  spring  and  grow, 
We  have    answered    to     his     call ! 
And  we     hope   to    reap  some  dav ! 
■0-    -#■      -*-* 
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That  we  hope  may  spring  and  grow 
We  have  answered  to  his  call  ! 
And  we  hope   to  reap  some  day  ! 
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are  sow  -  ing  seed  for     Je-sus,    That  we     hope  may  spring  and  grow  ! 
are  sow- ing  seed  for    Je-sus,      We  have     answered  to    his    call! 
are  sow  -  ing  seed  for     Je  -  sus,     And  we      hope  to   reap  some  day. 


-0-    -0-    -&- 


154 


tt=? 


No.  139. 


ON  THE  HUSKS. 


K.  K.  Latta. 


W.  T.  GrrFE. 


1SS 


1/  7  T  t  V  T ."" 

1.  On  the  husks  are  you   feeding,  in  y    hrother,  "With  none  for  you  to  care? 

1.  Do  you    feel  you  are  wretched,  my    brother,  And  ev  -  er-more  un-done? 

3.  If  your  heart  is      re-  pent-ant,  my  brother,  You  need  not  be    a  -  fraid  ! 
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In  the  house  of  your  Fa -ther,  my  brother,  There's  plen-ty,  and  to    spare. 

Would  you  be      as      a    serv-  ant,  my  brother,  And   not  your  Father's  son? 

As    a      son  you'll  be  reckoned,  my  brother,  A    feast  for  you  be  made. 
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CHORUS. 
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He,    a  -  far,  will    be-  hold  you,  And  tender  -  ly,   tend-  er  -  ly     will  call  ! 
-&-     -0-    -0~  -0-  -0-    -0-  -0-    -&-' 


He      will  come    out    to      meet  you,     And       on  your  neck  will      fall. 
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No.  140.    THOU  SHALT  HEAR  MY  VOICE. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


Nkwt.  C.  Keeling. 
N    !S    K 
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1.  My  voice  thou  shalt  hear  in  the  morning,  Thy  praise  shall  he  all  my  song; 

2.  My  voice  thou  shalt  hear  in  the  morning,  My  serv-ice    be  given  to    thee; 

3.  My  voice  thou  shalt  hear  in  the  morning    I)e-clar-ing  thy  goodness,  Lord  ; 
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For  thou  art     a  -  lone  my   Re-deem-er,   My  Rock  and  my  Ref-uge  strong. 
My  feet  glad  -  ly     go     at     thy  bidding  Wher-ev  -  er    thou  send-est  me. 
Pro-claiming     a-broad  thy  great  mer-cy     As   writ-ten  with  -  in     thy  word. 
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My  voice  thou  shalt  hear  in  the  morning,  For  thee  and  thy   glo  -  ry    raised; 
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My  time  and  my  talents  are  thine,  Lord,  Thy  name  ev-er-more  be  praised. 
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No.  141.    JESUS  IS  BORN  TO-DAY. 


i*  « 


(CHRISTMAS.) 

-I 1- 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  What    is     the  song   of     the  heav'nly    host?  What  is     the  song  that  the 

2.  Beau-tif ul  trib- ute    of     Je-sus    we  bring,  Songs  of  thanksgiv-ing     to 

3.  Come,  all    ye    children,  join  in    our  song,   Sung  long   a  -  go    by    the 
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an-gels  love  most?  What  is  the  song  that  to-day  is  our  boast?  Je  -  sus  is 
Je-sus  our  King;  This  is  the  anthem  our  children  now  sing — Je-sus  is 
an  -  gel-ic  throng;  Let  the  grand  chorus  go   roll-ing     a- long — Je  -  sus   is 
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am 


born  to  -  day. 
born  to  -  day. 
born    to  -  day. 


Glo-ry     to  God  !  Shout  it    a- loud  !  Je  -  sus     is  born  to- 
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day;        Ring  out  the  song!  Roll  it      a-long!  Je  -  sus     is  born  to  -  day. 
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No.  142.      I  NEED  THEE,  LORD. 


Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


*•  v 

1.  I    need  thee,  Lord, 

2.  I    need  thee,  Lord, 

3.  I    need  thee,  Lord, 

4.  O  bless  -  ed  Lord, 


from  day    to   day, 


&! 
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53 


I     pur  -  sue 
nothing     am 
even-ing  shades 
hear  my  prayer 


the    rug-ged      way ; 

with  -  out  thy     grace ; 

are   gathering   nigh; 

and    lin-ger      near; 


keep  me 

take  my    •.<»•.« 

need  thy  grace 

when  my    heart 


near 
hand 


thy  bleed-ing  side, 
and  hold  it  fast, 
with-in  my  soul, 
and  flesh  shall  fail, 


While 
Till 
As 
Be 


cares  op  -  press 
ev  -  'ry  snare 
I      ap  -  proach 

thou  my    guide 
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.     and  woes  be    -    tide 

is    safe  -  ly      passed. 
.     the    fi  -  nal       goal. 
.  thro'  death's  dark  vail. 
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I  NEED  THEE,  LORD.     Concluded. 


I    need  tliee  now,    O    bless- ed  Lamb,  Without  thy  aid  I  noth-ing    am, 


O  help  me,  Lord,  from  hour  to  hour,  O  hold  me  by   thy  mighty   power. 
N    S     i      I 
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No.  143.    JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 


C.  Wesley. 


(Martyn*.  7s.  Double.) 


S.  B.  Marsh. 
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j    Je-  -     bus,      lov 
t  While     the       rag 


er        of       my  soul, 

ing      bil  -   lows  roll, 
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Let        me        to         thy 
While    the      tem  -    pest 
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D.  C.     Safe 


the         ha   -  ven     guide, 
Fine.  i  i        i 


re    -    cave 


my 
D.  C. 


bos  -  om 
still      is 


fly, 
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Hide  me,    O    my     Sav  -  ior        hide !  "^ 
Till    the  storm  of     life       is  past ;   J 
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2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee  ; 
Leave,  U  leave  me  not  alone  ! 
Still  support  and  comfort  me  ; 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 
All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 
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3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want, 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find  ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness  ; 
False  and  full  of  ein  I  am, 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


No.  144.    O,  TELL  THE  SWEET  STORY! 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


G.  W.  Fields. 


1.  I've  heard  such  a  wonderful     Bto  -  tj,  'Tis  called  the  sweet  story  of  old  ; 

2.  Oh,   tell    me  of  Bethlehem's  man-ger,  And  all    of  his  low-ly  dis- guise; 

3.  Oh,   tell   methesto-ry  of      Je  -  sus,  His  life  filled  with  goodness  and  love; 

-&-    -0-    -0-     m         S   ~ 


Christ  came  from  the  portals  of    glo  -  ry     To  gath-er  lost  lambs  to  his   fold. 
How   an-gels  did  her-ald  the   stranger  With  songs  ringing  soft  thro' the  skies. 
So     patient,  long-suff'ring  and  tender,     Di-rect  -  ing  to  mansions  a  -  bove. 
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I've  long   in   the  des-ert  been  straying,  To-night  my  heart  sad  with  its  pain  ; 
How  shepherds  on  plains  of  Ju-de  -   a    Were  startled  by  hear-ing  the   song 
And  how,   in  his  anguish  on    Cal-vary,  He  died  on  the  cross  for  mankind, 


ia 


long  for    his  heav'nly  king-dom.  Oh,  tell    me  the  sweet  sto-ry  a-gain 


That  rang  thro'  the  arch-es  of  heav'n,  While  an  -  gels  the  cho-rus   pro-lonj: 
That  all  might  rejoice  in  sal-va-tion,  That  all  who  may  seek  him  shall  find. 
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O,  TELL  THE  SWEET  STORY  !     Concluded. 

CHORUS. 
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Oh,   tell  it    a  -  gain,  Of     .Je-sus  who  waiteth  to  -  day! 

Oh,  tell  the  sweet  story,       tell      it     a-gain, 
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To  bless  all  the  children  of    men,     And    rescue  the  souls  who  may  stray 

•#-   -•--*-  -#-   -*--•-  -*s^i     I       I  "   JS  JN 


i — (— i — r~-^~ 


jri— H — fr-V-1 — ^-fcH 


± 


=£ 


^  ^  I    "h- 


■f-^-f-y-t- 


£ 


i 


No.  145.    GOD  OF  THE  NATIONS. 


(PATRIOTIC.) 

, I , I 


German. 
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1.  Great  God  of  na-tions,  now  to    thee      Our  hymn  of  grat-i  -  tude    we    raise; 

2.  Here  freedom  spreads  her  banner  wide,  And  casts  her  soft  and  hallowed    ray  ; 

3.  Great  God,  preserve  us  in    thy  fear,       In  danger   still  our  guard-ian     be; 
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Mr 
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With  humble  heart  and  bending  knee,     We  of-fer    thee     our  song    of    praise. 
Here  thou  our  fathers'  steps  didst  guide    In  safety    thro'  their  dangerous  way. 
O  spread  tbv  truth's  bright  precepts  here,      Let  all  the  peo  -    pie  worship  thee. 


No.  146.        WOULD  YOU  KNOW? 


E.  R.  Latta. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Would  you  know  the  love   of    Je  -  sus,  For  the  fall  -  en    human     race, 

2.  Would  you  know  the  love   of    Je  -  sus,  List -en  to     his   lov-ing  tones, 

3.  Would  you  know  the  love   of    Je  -  sus,  Now  the  bless-ed   Mast-er      see, 

4.  Would  vou  know  the  love   of   Je  -  sus,  See   him  heal  the  lame  and  blind, 

#•4  ^-     #■•#  ^  -f-       a  *. .*. 


In    the      sto  -  ry     of     the    scriptures,  You  his  wond'rous  love  may   trace. 

As    he  took  them  up  and  blessed  them,  Took  and  blessed  the  lit-tle      ones. 

With  the  mournful   sis-ters     weeping,      On    the  verge  of   Beth-  a    -  ny. 

E'en  the  wretched    out- cast      lep  -  ers,  Could  a    cure  of     Je  -sus      rind. 
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Would  you  know 


.    the  love  of    Je-sus,     .     . 
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Would  you  know 
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the  love    of     Je    -    sus, 


Would  vou 
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Would  you  know, 


would  you  know, 


Go    to    him, 


know, 


WOULD  YOU  KNOW?    Concluded. 


/T\ 


his  love  en-treat-ing, 


love    en-treat  -  ing, 


Will  you  go? 
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A\  ill  you  go  ?   . 
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will    vim  go? 
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.  will  you  tro  ? 


No.  147.       NEARER  THE  CROSS. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


"  The  Cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."— Gal.  C:  14.         J.  H.  Hall. 
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1.  Near  -  er     the  cross  of 

2.  Near  -  er     the  eross  of 

3.  Near  -  er     the  cross  of 

♦  -«■•-»-  *  r*i 


Je 

Je 
Je 


sus, 
sus, 
sus. 
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Ev  -  er        let       me         be ; 

There  I      would     a     -    bide ; 

Let   me      live     and       die ; 
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Near  -  er  the  flow  -  ing  fount  -  ain,  That 
There  let  me  rest  for  -  ev  -  er,  Near 
There      I       will  find     sweet       ref     -     uge,      And 
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cleans-eth        me. 

Je  -    sus'     side. 

safe    -  ty      nigh. 
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the    flow   •  ing        fmin 
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That 


cleans  -  eth 


me. 
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Near-er     the  cross,    Near-er   the  cross,    Near-er  the  cross  of  Je - 
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No.  148.      TURN,  TURN  TO  HIM. 


Arr.  bv  II.  A.  L. 


Henry  A.  Lewis. 


-#--#-  •  -C--0--  2 

1.  As    pant-ing    in       w.   w    .  w    r      the    sul  -  try  beam, 

2.  Put    ris  -  ing  griefs               .       .        dis- tress  my  soul, 
:i.    For     I  have  walked       .       .       .      the    hap  -  py  round, 
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The   hart  de    -   sires 

And  tears  on        tears 

Of      Zi  -  on's    bright 
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the   cool-ing    stream, 
sue  -  cess  -  ive       roll ; 
and    ho  -  ly    ground, 
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So      to   thine    arms. 

An      e  -   vil       voice 

And  glad  -  ly     swelled 
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dear  Lord,  I  flee ; 
is  ev  -  er  near; 
the    cho-ral   lays 
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So  longs  my    soul, 

To  chide  my    woe 

That  hymned  my  great 
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O     (iod,  for   thee.  ... 

and  mock  my  fear.  ... 

Re-deem-er's  praise.  .... 
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TURN,  TURN  TO  HIM.     Concluded. 
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Turn,  turn    to    hira         .         .         .         in     ev  -'  ry       pain,       .... 
Turn,  turn   to    him       .       .       .       .  in      ev  -  'ry    pain. 
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Whom  suppliants  ne'er       .       .       .       have  sought  in  vain,       .... 
Whom  suppliants  ne'er       .       .       .       havesoughtin  vain, 
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Thy  strength  in  joy's  "   .     ' .  .'       ec  -  stat  -  ic    day, 

Thy  strength  in  joy's       ....     ec-stat-ic    day, 
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Thy  hope,  when  joy         .         .        .         has  passed  a  -  way. 

Thy  hope,  when  joy       .       .  has  passed  a  -  way. 
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No.  149. 


TELL  IT  OUT. 


Frances  R.  Havergal. 


A.  J.  Shovalter. 
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1.  Tell 

2.  Tell 

3.  Tell 


out  a-mong  the 
out  a-mong  the 
out      a-mong  the 


peo-ple 
peo-ple 
peo-ple 
-^•-^ 

-I       -1         f 


that  the  Lord 
that  the    Sav  - 
Je  -  sus  reigns 


-Jtt 

is      King!  Tell  it 

ior   reigns!  Tell  it 

a    -  hove!  Tell  it 


nations,  bid  them  shout  and  sing  !  Tell  it 
heathen,  bid  them  break  their  chains!  Tell  it 
heathen  that  his  reign  is    love !     Tell   it 


out! 
out! 
out! 
Tell 


it  out! 


Tell  it 
Tell  it 
Tell  it 


out! 
out! 
out! 


Tell  it 
Tell  it 
Tell   it 

ZtZI 
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out  with    ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion  that    he  shall 

out     a-mong  the  weep-ing  ones  that  Je    - 

out     a-mong  the  highways  and  the  lanes 
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in-  crease!  Tell 
sus  lives!  Tell 
at    home !  Tell 
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permission. 
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TELL  IT  OUT!     Concluded. 


S h 


£sfe 


-K — Iff 


-N— fr— *— V 


3E ^Et^ir1^ 


out  !  Tell  it  out  !  That  the  might-y  King    of 

out!  Tell  it  out!  Tell     it      out     a-mong  the 

out!  Tell  it  out!  Let    it      ring    a-eross    the 

Tell  it    out!                          Tell  it    out! 


h* 


glo  -  rv  is  the  King  of  peace !  Tell  it  out! 
wea-ry  ones  the  rest  he  gives!  Tell  it  out! 
mountains  and  the    o  -  cean's  foam  !  Tell    it     out! 


Tell 
Tell 
Tell 
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Tell     it    out! 
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Tell       it    out! 


Tell  it  out  with  ju  -  bi  -  la  -  tion,  let  the 
Tell  it  out  a-mong  the  sin-  ners  that  he 
That     the  wea  -  rv,   hea  -    vy  -   la  -  den  need    no 


song      in  -  crease !  Tell      it    out!  Tell       it     out! 

came      to       save!  Tell       it     out!  Tell       it     out! 

long  -  er      roam !  Tell      it     out!  (Tell     it     out!)    Tell       it      out! 
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No.  150.      WHY  NOT  TO-NIGHT. 


Respectfully  dedicated  to  my  friend  J.  C.  Bridge. 


Eliza  Reed. 


I).  E.  Bryer. 
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1.  Oh!  do    not  let  the  word  de- part,     And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light; 

2.  The  world  has  nothing  left  to  give —    It   has  no  new,  no  pure  de  -  light ; 
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Poor  sin-  ner,  harden    not  your  heart ;  Thou  would'st  be  saved,  why  not  to  -  night  ? 
Oh!  try  the  life  which  Christians  live;  Thou  would'st  be  saved,  why  not  to-night? 

-\ h 


To  -  morrow's  sun  may  nev  -  er    rise,     To  bless  thy  long  de  -  lud-ed  sight ; 
Our  bless-ed  Lord  re  -  fus  -  es  none,  Who  would  to  him  their  souls  u  -  nite  ; 
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This    is  the  time  !  Oh,  then    be  wise ;  Thou  would'st  be  saved,  why  not  to  -  night? 
Then  be  the  work  of    grace  be- gun;  Thou  would'st  be  saved,  why  not  to  -  night? 


WHY  NOT  TO-NIGHT.    Concluded. 


CHORUS.  v 

Karnestly.    ».     H      \      *. 
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Why  not  to-night?  why  not  to-night?  Thou  would'st  be  saved,  why  not  to-night  V 

why        not  to-night  ?  why       noi  to-night  ? 
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Why  not  to-night?  why  not  to-night?  Thou  wonld  et  besaYed,  why  not    to-night? 

to-Dight ? 
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No.  151. 


WEBB. 


For  Words  see  No.  114. 


George  James  Webb. 
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No.  152.    THE  SEED  OF  THE  WORD. 


Words  arr.  by  Miss  Bird  Harden 

i 


Dr.  E.  N.  Campbell. 
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1.  Oil,     I  tliink    I     see    the    Mas-ter       as     he     sat  with- in     the  boat, 

2.  Yes,  the  Mas-ter    'tis  who    tells  me  that  some  seed  'mid  thorns  will  fall, 

3.  And    I    bless  him  for    the  largeness      of    the  hope  his  toil  -  ers  share- 

4.  Teach-er,    pas  -  tor,  faint  dis  -  ci  -  pie,    wea  -  ry    tho'  the  work  may    be, 


&=fc^S-  4  '«f  <FiF  3 


And  taught  the    ea  -  ger  peo  -  pie     who  had  gath  -  ered  by   the    sea  ; 
Some  will  with-er      in     the    sun-light,  some  the  birds    will  swift  de -vour; 
Thir  -  ty,  six  -  ty,  yea,     a    hun-dred,     af  -  ter    that       a    thou-sand  fold  ; 
List   the  word  of    con  -  so  -  la  -  tion,    list   the   song  that  seemed  to  float 


And  the  words  he  said  di  -  vine-ly  down  the  a  -  ges  seemed  to  float, 
Some  on     ston  -  y  ground  will  per- ish,    nev  -  er   grow-ing    up     at     all; 

Aye,  in  -  creas-ing,  nev-  er  ceas  -  ing,  till  the  bending  sheaves  they  bear, 
Down  the     a-  ges,     sil  -  ver  sound-ing,  com- ing  with  its  thrill    to     thee, 
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And    a  -  gain    I    hear  them  spok-en,     like    a   mes  - 
Some — I  thank  him  for   the  prom-ise —  will  be  saved 
'Mid  the    anthems  of     the  ransomed,  thro'  the     o  - 
From  the  lips    of  Christ,  the  Mas-ter,       sit-ting     in 
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sage  sent   to      me. 
for    harvest's  hour, 
pen  gates  of    gold, 
the    fish  -  er's  boat. 
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THE  SEED  OF  THE  WORD.     Concluded. 

CHORIS. 
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Yes,  the  seed    of  the  word  is   pre-cious,  Bringing  rich   re-wards  of    love; 
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Let     us  work  and    let     us      la  -  bor,    Till  we  reach   our  home  a  -  bove. 
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No.  153.  HOW  SWEET  AND  HEAVENLY. 
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Deodatus  Dvtton,  Jr. 


MZZJt 


SB 


1.  How  sweet  and  heav'n-ly     is    the  sight,  "When  those  that  fear  the  Lord, 

2.  When  each  can  feel     his  broth-er's  sigh,   And  with  him  bear    a  part ; 

3.  Love       is    the   gold-  en  chain  that  binds  The  hap- py    souls   a  -  bove: 

*    *    !  I '      -  * 
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f-nW 


V— V- 


0^-0 0 

0^-0  —  0 


"v— ^- 


ft  i  i  r  ju  =ir^^ 


s^s 


In  mu-tuallove  and  peace  u  -  nite,  And  thus  ful  -  fill  his  word. 
When  sor  -  row  flows  from  eye  to  eye,  And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 
And    he's    an    heir      of  heav'n  that  finds  His      bo -som  filled  with    love. 
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No.  154.     WE  ARE  COMING  HOME. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


i 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  We  are  com-ing,    com-ing    home     To    the   shel  -  ter      of      the  fold, 

2.  We  ac-cept    thy     gru-cious      call,    At    thy    feet     we     hum-bly  fall, 
.">.  We  are  com-ing,    com-ing    home     To    the   shel  -  ter      of      the  fold, 
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We  had    wandered    far       a  -  way, 
Nev  -  er  -  more     to   grope    or   fear, 
Nev-er-more     in     sin       to  roam 

P  '  P                                              * 

O'er    the    mountains  dark    and  cold, 
For     thy      ten  -  der    voice     we    hear, 
On      the     mountains    dark   and  cold, 
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But  we're  com-ing  home  to-night,  Com-ing,  com  -  ing  to  the  light, 
We  are  com-ing  home  to-night,  Com-ing,  com  -  ing  to  the  light, 
We    are     com-ing  home     to-night,  Com-ing,      com-ing       to      the   light, 
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CHORUS. 


We  are  coining,  we  are  coming  home  to-night 
Bless-ed  Je-sus,  we  are  coming  home  to-night. 
Bless-ed   Je-sus,  we  are  coming  home  to-night 
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Coming  home  to-night, 
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WE  ARE  COMING   HOME.     Concluded. 
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Coming  home  to-night,    Bless-ed    Sav-iour,   we      by  faith     re-ceive    our 
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sight,  (receive  our  sight,)    We       are     com-ing,    bless-ed       Je  -  sus, 
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Com-ing  at  thy  call,    ^  e   are  eom-ing,    we    are   coming  home   to-night. 
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No.  155.     NOW  BE  THE  GOSPEL  BANNER, 


Tune— Webb,  No.  151. 


1  Now  be  the  Gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled, 
And  be  the  shout  "Hosanna!" 

Re-echoed  through  the  world: 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue, 
Receive  the  great  salvation, 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2  What  though  th' embattled  legions 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine? 
His  power  throughout  their  regions, 
Shall  60on  resplendent  6hine  ; 


Ride  on,  O  Lord,  victorious, 
Immanuel,  prince  of  peace; 

Thy  triumph  shall  be  glorious, 
Thine  empire  still  increase. 

3  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  forever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings  : 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings. 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise, 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 
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No.  156. 


IF  YOU  WILL. 


Rev.  J.  P.  Kester. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


learn    his  pardoning  grace,  You     may       run    the  Chris-tian  race,      Till      you 

in     his    love    a-  bide,      Ev    -    er       dwell-ing  near    his  side,      Ev   -    er 

sing  his  prais-es     now,  While      be    -    fore  his  throne  you  bow,    And     his 

plume  your  wings  in  white,  Bathe  your  soul    in    heav-en's  light,  Dwell    for- 
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CHORUS. 
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stand  be-fore    his  face,    If 

kept  from  worldly  pride,  If 

love  for  -  ev-  er  know,  If 

ev-er    in   his  sight,  If 

9—0—0—0 


you  will  (if  you  will.) 

you  will  (if  you  will.) 

you  will  (if  you  will.) 

you  will  (if  you  will.) 
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If  you  will, 


If  you  will, 


if  you 
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IF  YOU  WILL.    Concluded. 
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if  yon  will, 


YOU  may  know  Christ's  saving  power,  If  you    nil 


if  you  wil 
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No.  157.    I  CAN  NOT  DRIFT  BEYOND. 


Laura  E.  Newell 


\V.  T.  Giffe 


=t 


9 


i.  i 

2.  I 

3.  I 

4.  I 
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can  not  drift,  be-yond  his  love, 

can  not  drift  be-yond   his  love, 

can  not  drift  be-yond   his  care, 

can  not  drift  be-yond  his  love, 


3t 


Or  ]>ast    his  care    or  sight; 

If  days    be  bright  or  dim; 

If  those    I      love  the  best 

No  last  -  ing  grief    is  mine, 
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And    if    life's  way  leads  thro' grief's  maze,  Or     flood-ed      is    with  light, 

For     lo!   my  hand    is  clasped    in     his,      And        I     shall   fol  -  low    him; 

Close  their  dear  eyes,  no  more       to  wake,  And       I      am  grief    op-pressec 

For     he  whose  promise  can       not  fail—     E    -    ter  -  nal  and    di    -  vine- 


I      can    not  drift    beyond  his   love,  Who  guards  and  guides  me  from  above. 


Tho' madly  tossed  on  life's  rough  sea,     Yet    'tis    my    Pi  -  lot  guid-ing    me. 
It       is    his  hand  that  dries  my  tears,  And  gently  leads  me  down  the  year?. 
Is    hold-ing     me,     I   shall  not     fall,      He    is  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all. 
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No.  158. 


LET  ME  DWELL. 

"  Here  is  peace."— Eph.  28:  14. 


Victoria  E.  Keith. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Let  me     dwell  with  -  in       thy    pres-ence,  O     my     Lord,    O     my  Lord, 

2.  Let  me      hear    thy      lov  -  ing  voice,  O     Sav- ior     dear,     Sav-'ior  dear, 

3.  Let  me      see     thee       in       the       les  -  son   of     the     day,       of     the  day, 
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Let    my     songs    as  -  cend     like      in-cense,  heav-en- ward,  heav- en  -  ward, 
Fall-ing      ten  -  der    -    ly      and     sweet-ly     on     my      ear,     on    my    ear, 
Take  my     doubt-  ing      and      my      sin  -  ful-ness     a  -    way,     all      a  -  way, 
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■  Let    me  feel  that  thou  art  near 

Like   the  even-ing   zephyrs  sigli  - 

Let  thy  might-y     arm  up -hold 
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me,  To  com-fort  and  to  cheer  me, 
ing,  To  mine  thy  voice  re  -  ply  -  ing, 
me,  Thy    grace  and  truth  en  -  fold    me, 
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Oh,    to    thy-  self    en-  dear  me,  ~| 
Oh,  still  my  heart's  low  crying,  \  O 
And  in  thine  im-age  mould  me,  | 
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Christ,  my  Lord.   Keep  me  ev 

Keep  me  ev 
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ME  DWELL.    Concluded. 
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near  thy  side,     ....      In   thy  love 
er,    .    .   ev-er   near  thy  side,     .     .    In  thy  love,      thy        love  may  I     a  -  bide. 
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Bless-ed    Sav-ior,  bless-ed   Sav-ior,    In  thy  pres-enee  I  would  e'er    a  -  bide. 
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No.  159. 

1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  '. 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven  ; 
All  that  thou  send'st  to  me, 
In  mercv  given : 


BETHANY. 


Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee. 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upwards  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee. 
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No.  160.     DOWN  AT  THE  CROSS. 


Kefrain  by  A.  J.  S. 


A.  J.  Showalter. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,    lov  -  er      of 

2.  Hide   nie,    O   my     Sav  - 

3.  Oth    -    er    ref  -  uge  have 

4.  All       my    trust  on    thee 
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my     soul,   Let     me    to      thy    bos-om     fly, 
iour  hide,  Till  the    storm    of    life     is     past  : 

I     none ;  Hangs  my  help-lees  soul  on  thee; 

is    staid,       All  inv  help  from  thee    I   bring; 

0       m      ^+JLS_+L  +  ^ 


■9-9- 


v=r=tr- 


:t: 


P 


nr*- 


While  the  near-er  wa  -  ters  roll,  While  the  tem-pest  still  is  high 
Safe  in  -  to  the  ha  -  ven  guide,  Oh,  re  -  ceive  my  soul  at  last. 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  a  -  lone,  Still  sup  -  port  and  com-fort  me. 
Gov    -   er     my     de-fense  -  less    head    With  the   shad  -  ow     of    thv    wing. 
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KEFRAIN. 
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Down  at   thv  feet,  O   Lord,  I     fall,     Down  at     the  cross     I      lay    my    all; 


O     Je  -  sus,  hear  and  bless  me  now,  While  at  thy  throne  1  hum-bly  bow. 
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No.  161.  MAKE  ME  A  GLEANER  FOR  THEE. 


Jennie  Wilson. 

if 


C.  L.  Moore. 
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1.  Make  me     a   glean-er   for  thee,  O  Lord,  In  the  fields  so  broad  and  white; 

2.  Ma  -  nv     the     a  -  ores  of  bending  grain,  And  how  few  the  lab'rors  be  ; 

3.  Let     me     ero   forth     in  the  ear-  lv  morn,  Let  me  toil  thro'  all  the     dav, 
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For  the  grain    is  perishing   day     by    day,    And  soon  will  come  the  night. 
Let  me    heed  the  callof  my  Lord  and  King,  Oh,     let  me  glean  for    thee. 
For   a    glean  -  er     I    would  be,        O  Lord,  Let     me    go  too,    I       pray. 
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Make  me     a  glean-er    for      thee,     That    I     may     gath-er       in 
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The 


sheaves  of  grain  from  the  fields  of  sin,    O  make  me     a  glean  -  er   for      thee. 
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162.       NEARER  EVERY  DAY. 

K.  Latta. 


(May  be  used  as  a  Quartet.) 


L.  M.  Gordon. 
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1.  Near-er     to    pro  -  ba-tion's  close,  Where  the    aw-ful    Jor-dan    flows 

2.  Near-er     to   the    lone -ly  tomb,       To     the     si-lence  and  the  gloom 

3.  Near-er     to    the  harp  and  crown,     Or     the  Judge's     aw-ful  frown 
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Near  -  er  ev  -  'ry  day ! 
Near  -  er  ev  -  'ry  day! 
Near  -  er      ev  -    'ry      day ! 
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Near  -  er  to  the  last  a  -  dieu, 
Near  -  er  to  the  judg-ment-seat, 
Near  -  er      to       the  shin  -  ing  throng, 


When  this  world  shall  pass  from  view,     Near  -  er     ev  -  'ry       day  ! 

Where  my    Sav  -  ior     I        must  meet,     Near  -  er     ev  -  'ry       day  ! 

Or         to      be      the  lost       a  -  mong,     Near  -  er     ev  -  'ry       day  ! 
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Ev         -  'ry 

Ev  -  'rv  day, 
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ev  -    'ry  day, 


ev  -  'ry  day, 


day, 

ev  -    'ry  day, 
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NEARER  EVERY  DAY.     Concluded. 
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Near  -  er     to        a     man  -  sion  fair,      Or    the  pangs    of  dread     de-.spair; 
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'ry     day, 


Ev 


'ry    day, 
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Near-  er,  near  -  er       ev  -  'rv  dav,       Near-er,  near  -  er      ev  -  'rv  dav, 


Near-er     ev  -  'rv     dav, 


Near-er     to     my     e  -  ter  -  nal     home,     Near-er,   near-er,     ev  -  'ry  day. 


Near-er     ev  -  'ry     day.    .  . 


No.  163.        THE  MORNING  LIGHT. 


Tune;  WEBB.  No.  151. 


1  The  morning  light  is  breaking, 

The  darkness  disappears; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears; 
Eaeh  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 
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2  Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay. 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stav  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come!  " 


No.  164.     I  WANT  TO  BE  WHOLE. 


Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Oh,       fath  -  om- less  fount- ain    of       mer  -  oy,       Oh,      beau-ti-ful 

2.  I  want     the  sweet  fruits  of     the      spir  -  it       For     -     ev  -  er,  with  - 
want      to     be    sane  -  ti  -  tied     whol  -  ly,     Past        sin-  ning  all 
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O.  C.  Oh, 


let 


thy  pure  wa 
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ters    en  •  gulph  me,      Till        sane  -  ti  -  Jied, 
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o    -  cean    of      love,        I  want     to  plunge  un  -  der    thy    wa    -  ter, 

in       me      to     shine,     That         I       may  pro-claim    un  -  to       oth  -   ers, 
un  -    der     the  blood,     That         I       may  press  on  -  ward  re  -   joic  -  ing, 
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bod  -   y     and       soul. 
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Till     peace  com  -  eth  down    like      a 

The     love       of       the  Sav  -   ior       di  -    vine. 

Till     safe       in        the     cit    -    v         of       God. 


No.  165.  COURAGE,  PILGRIM. 


Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Are  you     toil-ing  day      by        day,    Thru'  a     dark  and  storm-y    way? 

2.  Have  you      bur-  ied    all     your      own,       Do    you   journey     all        a -lone? 

3.  With  your  eyes  up -on       the      cross,     Bear  with  meekness  pain  and  loss  : 
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Courage,     pil-grim  !  rest   a    -  waits      Just  be  -  yond  the  pear-ly      gates. 

Cour-age,     pil-grim !  some  glad  time,    Blest  re    -    un  -  ion    in    yon     clime. 

By  and      by      a   grand  re    -  ward,       In    the    Kingdom    of    our     Lord. 
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Press   on,      pil-grim,  fal  -  ter  nev  -  er,   Just  be  -  yond  the   sil  -  ent    riv-  er, 
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In     the  bright,  the  glad  for  -  ev  -  er,  Rest  and  joy     a -waits  for      thee. 
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No.  166.    SEND  OUT  THE  LIFE-BOAT. 

W.  T.  G.  W.  T.  Giffe. 
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1.  Send  out      the     life  -  boat     a  -  cross  the   dark  wave,  For  some   one        is 

2.  Send  out      the     life  -  boat,     O     do     not      de- lay,     For  some   one        is 
3."Send  out      the     life- boat!  "O   hear   the     sad   call ;  Yes,  some   one        is 
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per  -  ish-ing,     and       no     one  to   save;   The     bil  -  lows  are   an-gry,  oh, 

per  -  ish-ing     with     hun  -  ger  to-day;       O  someone     is   long-ing  for 

per  -  ish-ing,  will  you  help  him  at     all?       O  sis  -  ter,     O  broth-er,     it 
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who'll  brave  the  storm,  And  go 
Je  -  sus  this  night,  Then  go 
may   be    that  you      Can    go 
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to    the   res-cue,  where  hope  seems  for- 

to    the   res-cue    and  show  him   the 

to    the   res-cue,there's  much  you  can 
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Send     out      the  life-boat,   the  night  is      so  dark,    And    some    one       is 
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SEND  OUT  THE  LIFE-BOAT.    Concluded. 
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a       frail    bark ;     The.  news     of     sal  -    va  -  tion,     oh, 
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take     it       to     him,    And    Je  -  sus  will    help   vou    his    soul      to     win. 
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No.  167. 

Isaac  Watts. 


AM  I  A  SOLDIER? 


Thos.  A.  Arne. 
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1.  Am   I       a       sol-dier    of     the  cross,       A     fol-1'wer     of      the     Lamb? 

2.  Must  I      be     car-  ried     to     the  skies      On   flow  -  'ry  beds     of        ease, 

3.  Are  there  no     foes  for     me     to     face?  Must     I     not   stem    the      flood? 
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And   shall    I     fear      to    own     his  cause,      Or  blush  to  speak   his   name? 
While   oth  -  ers  fought  to    win     the    prize,  And  sailed  thro'  blood-y     seas? 
Is      this  vile  world     a  friend    to   grace,     To     help  me     on      to     God? 


P$ 


•fiL     A-X    -£2-  & 


■&- 


185 


42- 


=£= 


JZL 


— K? — »-■ 


— i — hs>- 


I 


No.  168.     THE  ANGEL  REAPERS. 


F.  M.  D. 


i- 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Sow-ing    for  the  an  -  gel  reap-  ers,  Weal  or   woe,  whate'er   it      be 

2.  Sow-ing   for  the  an  -  gel  reap  -  ers,    Tho'    it   good  or      e  -  vil     be 

3.  Sow-ing    for  the  an  -  gel  reap  -  ers,  Soon  the  yield  will  gathered  be 
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What,  O  what  will   be    the     har  -  vest     Gathered  for    e  -  ter  -  ni 

Let    us    pon-der  well  while  sow  -  ing,      Sow-ing    for    e  -  ter  -  ni 

Then  the  ques-tion  will      be  answered,  Where  we'll  spend  e  -  ter  -  ni 
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Oh,  when   the    an  -  gel  reap-ers      come 

an  -  gel  reap-ers  come 


To  gath  -  er 
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in    the  gold-en  sheaves,  Will  you  and     I      be     la-dened 

in     the  gold-en  sheaves, 
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WHEN  THE  ANGEL  REAPERS.     Concluded. 
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well,  Or  noth  -  ing  bring  but  worthless  leaves? 

ves,   be     ladened  well.  worthless  leaves. 
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No.  169.    TRUSTING  IN  THY  PROMISE. 


Ida  L.  Keed. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


. J 1 k 1 ^  _ 


1.  Trust  -  ing    in       thy    prom  -  ise,       Lord,    we    come     to       thee; 

2.  Un   -    to   thee,   dear      Je  -   sua,      Come    we     now       to   -  day; 

3.  Trust  -  ing     in       thy     prom  -  ise,         In       thy    bless  -  ed       word 


» 


On      thy    name     be  -    liev  -  ing,  Thou  our    light  shall 

By      thy     coun  -  sel      lead      us,  Oh,  be      thou     our 

Lord,   thv     steps    we'll     fol  -  low,  Thou  our  pravers  hath 
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AH       our     souls     are       thine. 
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Trust -ing    in       thy    prom-  ise,        Sav  -  lor,  Lord    di  -  vine. 


No.  170.       DAYS  ARE  GOING  BY. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


L.  M.  Evilsizek. 
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1.  Let  your  trust  be  Je  -  sus' love,  While  the  days  are  go-ing  by,      Fix  your 

2.  Fol- low  not  the  ways  of     sin,  While  the  days  are  go-ing  by,      Keep  the 

3.  Ev  -  er    do    the  Savior's  will,  While  the  days  are  go-ing  by,       He  with 


jjdbt=t±zt±^nfr: 


hopes  on  thing  a  -  bove,  While  the  days  are   go  -  ing  by  ;  Soon   e  -  ter  -  ni  - 
heart  all  pure  with  -  in,  While  the  days  are  go-ing  by;    By    the  tempter's 
joy  your  heart  can  fill,   While  the  days  are  go-ing  by;  Earth-ly  friends  may 
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ty    will  dawn,  Earthly  joys  soon  pass  a  -  way,  Leav-ing  naught  but  sad  re- 

lur  -  ing  art     Ne'er  be   led  from  right  to  wrong,  Firmly  stand  for  God    a- 

prove  un  -  true,  Yet   unchanging    is      his   love,     He  will  lead  you  all  the 
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grets,     If    the  Lord     is     not  your  stay.  While  the  days     . 

lone,     Be    his    glo  -  ry     all  your  song. 

way      To    his  bliss-ful  home   a  -  bove.  While  the  days 


are   go  - ing 
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DAYS  ARE  GOING  BY.     Concluded. 
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by,     .    .    .   While  the  days     .     .     .  are     go-  ing 
go  -  ing    by,     .     .    .   While  the  days         are     .     . 
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hy,     ...    Be     the 
go  -  ing    by,     . 
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Lord  .  .     your  trust  and  stay,  .  While  the  days     .      arego-ing    by. 

Be  the  Lord,   your         trust  and  stay,   .  .  While  the  days  are         going  by. 
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No.  171.    OH,  FOR  A  HEART  TO  PRAISE. 


Kev.  Chas.  Wesley. 
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for     a     heart  to    praise  my  God,     A  heart  from  sin    set    tree, 

heart  resigned,  sub  -  mis-sive,  meek.  My  dear  Be-deem-er's  throne 

hum-ble,  low  -  ly,       con-trite  heart,  Be  -  liev-ing,  true,  and  clean, 

heart  in      ev  -  'ry  thought  renewed,  And  full  of    love    di  -vine, 

nat  -  ure,  dear-est    Lord,  im  -  part ;  Come  quicklv  from  a  -  bove  ; 
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A     heart  that    al- ways    feels  thy  blood     So        free  -  ly    spilt  tor    inc. 
Where  on  -  ly  Christ  is     heard  to  speak,  Where  Je  -  SUB  reigns  a  -  lone. 
Which  nei-ther  life    nor    death  can  part  From      him  that  dwells  with-in. 
Per  -  feet,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good,    A  co    -  py,  Lord,  of  thine. 

Write  thy  new  name  up  -  on    my  heart,  Thv       new,  best  name  of  love. 
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No.  172. 


WHATSOEVER. 


Rev.  G.  W.  Crofts. 


Dedicated  to  Bishop  J.  P.  Newman.       FttANK  M.   Davis. 
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1.  W hat-so  -  ev 

2.  What-so  -  ev 

3.  What-so  -  ev 

4.  What-so  -  ev 

5.  What-so  -  ev 
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-  er      we  may  ask,        Bless -ed  prom -ise,  bless-ed  task, 

-  er      we  may  bring,  Though  it     be      a       lit- tie  tiling, 

-  er       be   our  gift,         Sim  -  ply  grace  per-haps  to  lift 

-  er      we  may  do,         With    a    righteous  end    in  view, 

-  er,  come  and  give        All    you  have,  for  Je-sus  live; 
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Shall  be    giv  -  en,    Je-sus  saith,         If     we     on  -  ly    ask    in     faith. 

He  will  bless,  and  blessings  make     Might-y      for  his  own  name's  sake. 
Cups    of    com-fort    to    the    sad ;  If     we    use    it     he      is     glad. 

Nev  -  er   fails    of     its     re -ward      From  our  Mas-ter   and  our    Lord. 
What-so-  ev  -  er  prais  -  es  thought,  Born  with  blood  of    Je-sus    bought. 
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What-so  -  ev  -  er,  bless-ed     word, 
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Rich-est   mor-tals     ev  -  er    heard; 
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From  the  Mas-ter's  lips    it     fell, 


May  we  learn  to  prize    it     well. 
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No.  172.      STEP  OVER  THE  LINE. 


h<\  L  B 

KKI>. 

Frank  M.  D 

AVIS. 
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1.  Step    o-  ver    the  line,  my  hroth-er,       Come  out   on     the    Sav-ior's  side ; 
_'.  Step    o-  ver    the  line,  my  broth-er,        The  shadows    are  deep'ning  round  ; 
3.  Step   o-  ver    the  line,  my  broth-er.          To    Je-sus  yield  all    thy    soul; 
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Choose  him  far    a-bove    a  -  ny    oth  -  er,  Your  friend  and  your  dai-ly    guide. 
De  -  lay    not,    he  waits  for  thy   com  -  ing,   Step    o  -  ver    on     ho  -  ly  ground. 
Come  in  -  to     his  love's  sweetest  sun -light.  Let  him  all    thv  wavs  control. 


Step    o  -  ver   the  line,  my  brother,        Wait  not    till    an  -  oth  -  er    day 
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Choose  Je-sus    to     be    for-  cv  -  er  The  staff  of  your  pil-grim  way. 
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No.  174.     MY  TRUST  ON  THEE  IS  STAYED. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 


ifcg 


Hubert  P.  Main. 


1.  My   trust      is  stayed   on   thee,      O  Lord,  My   hope  in  thee    a  -   lone; 

2.  My    trust     on    thee       is      ev   -  er  stayed,  Blest  Savior,  tried  and  dear ; 

3.  AVhen  paths  are  rough  and  dark  and  wild,    And  tempest-tost    I       stray, 
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Thro'  weal   or     woe   thou    art     my    friend,  The  dear -est  ev    -    er  known 

Thy   child  shall  nev  -  er      be     dis  -  mayed,  For  now  the  skies  are  clear. 

I     call      up  -  on      thy    gra-cious  name     To   guide  me  in     thy  way. 
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No  foes  by  night 
Lord,  at  thy  feet 
Then  lead   me     by 
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or  day    may  harm,  My  soul  shall  feel      no 
I   low    -.  ly  kneel,  And  ask   thy   bless  -  ing 
thy    lov  -  ing  hand,    As  thro' earth's  wilds  I 


fear; 
there ; 
roam ; 


My   trust   on    thee      is    stayed,   O  Lord,  And  thou  art   ev   -   er      near. 

O      Fa  -  ther,     be      thy   love     revealed,    And  keep  me   in      thy     care. 

Make  me    and    keep   me  thine      a  -  lone,  Till  thou  shalt  call  me     home. 
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MY  TRUST  ON  THEE.    Concluded. 
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My    trust     is  staved  on  thee,     0  Lord,    My    hope     on    thee 
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Thro' weal  or  woe   thou  art     my  friend,  The  dear  -  est    ev    -    er     known 
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RALLYING  SONG. 


Mrs.  R.  A.  Evilsizer 

With  vigor. 

=3 


1.  On        to     the  morn  -  ing  land! 

2.  There   sweet-est  How  -  ers  grow, 

3.  Christ  guides  and  tends  his  flock, 

4.  Oh,  broth-ers,  one      and       all, 

_F — F-*— « — &- 


Up!  up!  ye    pil-grim  band, 

There  Kedron's  wa-ters  flow, 

If    you  would  en  -  ter,  knock  ; 

Heed,  heed  his    lov-  ing  call  ; 
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Bright  glows    the  east  -  em  sky, 

There    soft  -  est  breez  -  es  blow, 

He        is         in  -  vit    -  ing  thee, 

On        to        the  morn -ing  land, 


Dazz  -  ling     the  eye. 

Balm    -     y        and  low. 

"  Come       un  -    to  me." 

Ye        pil  •  i,rrim  band. 
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No.  179.    WHITER  THAN  THE  SNOW. 


George  D.  Buchanan. 


l.'Come,    my    Re-deem-  er,     come,    And  deign      to     dwell    with     me; 

2.  Ex    -    ert    thy  might -y       power    And     ban  -  ish       all       my       sin; 

3.  Rule     thou    in     ev   -   ery  thought  And     pas  -  sion      of       my      soul, 
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Cqme,  and  thy  right  as  -  sume,  And  bid  thy  ri  -  vals  flee- 
In  this  au  -  spi  -  cious  hour,  Bring  all  thy  gra  -  ces  in— 
Till      all       my  powers  are  brought     Be  -  neath    thy      full      eon  -  trol- 


Corne,    my      Re-deem-er,     quick  -  ly      come, 

Come,    my      Re-deem       -       er,  quick  -  ly      come,     And   make     my 

Come,    my      Re-deem       -       er,  come, 
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heart  thy  last  -  ing  home, 

heart  thy  last  -  ing     home,  Wash     me    in       the  blood     of    the 

heart  thy  home, 
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WHITER  THAN  THE  SNOW.     Concluded. 
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Lamb,  and        I       shall  be    whit-er       than    snow, 

of        the    Lamb,  ^^  than     the     snow 
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I      shall   be    whit-er       than     the  snow, 

whit-er   than  the  snow, 
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whit-er    than  the  snow,  Wash  me     in    the  blood     of     the 

than    the     snow,    yes,  in     the 
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Lamb,     .     .     .       And       I    shall   be  whit-er    than  snow, 
blood  of     the  Lamb,  whit-er   than  the  snow. 
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No.  180. 

S.  S.  TlIRLEY. 


DRIFTING,  LORD,  TO  THEE. 

(DUET  AND  QUARTET.)  k  W.  T.  OlFl 


2 


1.  We    are  drifting  on  life's  o    -    cean,     We    are  drifting  from  the  shore; 

'_'.  We     are  drifting  on   in      si     -     lence  From    the  loved  ones  ever    dear, 
3.   We     are  drifting,yes, we're  drift  -  ing,     On       the  rough,  tempestuous  tide  j 
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We  are  drifting  tow'rd  the  por  -  tals,  Where  our  toils  will  all  be  o'er. 
To  that  land  of  heav'nlv  glo  -  rv,  Where  the  Sav-ior's  ev  -  er  near. 
We  are  nearing  death's  cold  chambers,    Soon    in  death  we  shall    a  -  bide. 
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Soon  we'll  reach  that  glorious  haven,  Where  the  angels  beck 'ning  stand  (beck'ning  stand); 
Oh,    the  shining  portals    o     -     pen,   And  the  Shepherd  bids  us  come  (bids  us  come); 
There  the  loved  ones  gone  before  us,  Stand  and  beckon  us  to  come  (us  to  come)  ; 
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Soon  we'll  greet  our  loved  and  lost  ones, 
Come,oh,  come,  my  blessed  servants, 
Oh,  that  blissful  day  of    wel-come 
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In  that  bright  and  heavn'ly  land. 

There's  prepared  for  you  a    home. 

In  that  glorious,  heav'nly  home. 
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DRIFTING,  LORD,  TO  THEE.    Concluded. 


REFRAIN. 
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Drift 
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drift 


Drift-ing     with  the  tide, 
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drift-ing  with  the  tide, 
Drifting,  Lord,  to  thee,     We     are  drifting  with  the    tide, 
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We     are   drift-ing    on  the     sea,    drift-ing  on  the  sea,      Drift-ing,   we    arc 
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ing,  Lord,  to  thee. 
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No.  181.  IN  WHOM  I  HAVE  REDEMPTION. 


F.  M.  I). 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  I  know  in  whom  I  have  re-demp-tion,       In  whom     I     have   be-lieved  ; 

2.  I  know  that  he  who  stilled  the  tem-pest     Has  touched  niy  trou-bled  heart ; 

3.  1  know  that  some  day  I  shall  see    him         In     yon  bright  courts  a-bove, 


Whence  cometh  peace  that  pass-eth  knowledge,    That  sav  -  ing  grace  re  -  ceived. 

Re  -  newed  within  my  fainting  spir  -  it,  And  bade  my  fears  de  -  part. 

And     bear   the  likeness  of  my  Sav  -  ior —   Saved  by     re-deem  -  ing   love. 
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'Tis  noth-ing     that I've  done  to  mer 
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This  love  that 
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'Tis  nothing  that 
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I've  done  to  merit 
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Christ for     me  has     shown ; 
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This  love  that  Christ 


£ t^=p=p_-_*^z-^z»: 


V     V     V     I  x 

for  me    has  shown; 
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IN  WHOM  I'VE  REDEMPTION.     Concluded. 
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No.  182.        SONGS  OF  PRAISE. 


S.  Montgomery. 

t 


1.  Songs   of  praise  the    an  -  gels   sang,  Heav'n  with  hal-le  -  lu  -  jahs  rang, 

2.  Songs    of  praise  a  -  woke    the  morn  When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born  ; 

3.  Heav'n  and  earth  must  pass  a  -  way,  Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day  ; 


When    Je  -  hov-ah's  work      be  -  gun,   When  he  spake  and     it     was     done. 
Son<*s     of  praise     a  -  rose  when    he        Cap  -  tive    led    cap  -  tiv  -  i  -    ty. 
God     will  make  new  heav'n  and  earth,  Songs     of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 
Jt_  »     0 a #    ,  0  . # £2 m  •     f 0 *-.-# 0 £2. 


No.  183.      WHAT  A  CROWNING. 


E.  R.  Latta. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


l.f 1|- i 1 h- 

1.  When  the  sow-mg  and  tin-      reap  -  ing     In  the  vineyard  here  is    o'er, 

2.  Ho  -  ly      pa  -  tn-arcbs  and    proph-ets  And  the  martyrs  will     be  there, 

3.  Who-so-eer    his  cross  has    ta  -  ken,  Going  where  the  Sav-iour  led, 

4.  What  the  crowns  of  earth-ly    vie  -  tors?  Soon  they  tarnish  or      de-cay; 
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All  the  faith-ful  shall  he  gath-ered  On  the  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  shore. 
And  with  harps  and  palms  of  vie  -  t'ry,  In  that  cor  -  o  -  na-tion  share. 
Shall  a  di  -  a  -  dem  be  giv  -  en  That  shall  glo-ri  -  fy  his  head. 
But  the  crown  the  Sav  -  iour  giv    -   eth  Shall  a  -  dorn  the  brow  for  ave. 
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CHORUS. 
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In    the   New     Je  -  ru    -    sa  -  lem,    By  the  gleam-ing   erys    -    tal    sea, 
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When  the    bar  -  vest    all  is     in,      What   a  crown  -  ing  there   will     be, 
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WHAT  A  CROWNING.    Concluded. 


What  a   crown-ing,  what  a   crown-ing,  Wliat  a  crowning  there  will    be. 
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WE  SHALL  MEET. 


A.  J.  Hawkins. 


Hubbard  Clarke. 


^ 


^ 


1.  We  shall  meet    in    that   fair  cit  -  y      All   our  loved   ones  gone  be  -  fore, 

2.  There  no  shade    of  night  e'er  fall-eth,  Christ  the  Light  shall  reign  al  -  way  ; 

3.  Hap  -  pi-ness   shall    be   our  por-tion,     And    our  joys   shall  nev  -  er  wane. 


*—*. 

'—&■ 


:S=viJ±»=J=: 


y_4 


Meet  to  sin^  the  praise  of  Je  -  sus,  Meet,  yes,  meet  to  part  no  more. 
There  our  souls  shall  live  for  -  ev  -  er  In  that  land  of  end  -  less  day. 
With  the  blood-bought  saints  of    glo  -  rv,    Free  from  sor  -  row3  tare  and  pain. 


In  that    hap   -   py    land     of      E  -  den,    Gold -en  crowns     a  -  wait   you   there. 
CHORUS. 


Christian  souls,    be  read  -  v,  wait  -  incr.   Con  -  se- crate  vour  hearts  to  pray'r. 
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No.  185. 


FAR  FROM  HOME. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 
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Fkank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Far,  far  from  home,  The  night  is  com  -  ing    on,       Far,  far  from  home  And 

2.  Far,  far  from  home,  O     pil-grim  in  life's  wilds ;    No  friend  to    aid,     To 

3.  Far,  far  from  home,  A     sin- sick,  wea- ry    soul,       I    heard  his  voice  And 
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hope  is      al-  most  gone  ; 
God  un  -  re  -  con-ciled, 
he  hath  made  me  whole  ; 
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Dark,  dark    the  way    And      rugged,  rough  and 
And     yet       he  gave     His      son,  our  souls  to 
For       un  -  to  Christ  Did        I      for    ref-uge 
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wild  ; 
save, 
flee, 


Help  -    less      and     lost,         So         wea  -  ry       and      de  -  filed. 
And        we      thro'  Christ     May       tri  -  umph   o'er     the     grave. 
He        saves    the     lost,         His      blood    a  -    toned    for       me. 
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Yet,    thro'   the  dark  -  ness     .deep  I 
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hear,  tho'   tempest 
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FAR  FROM  HOME.     Concluded. 
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Arq: 


'  Fear  not,   I"ll    res -cue 
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thee, 
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I       came      to    save    the 
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lost." 
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No.  186. 


TELL  JESUS. 


Geobgiaka  M.  Taylor. 


Milo  "NV.  Nethebcutt. 


1.  When  thou  wak-est    in    the  morn-intr,     Ere  thou  tread  the  un-tried  way 

2.  In    the   calm  of  sweet  commun-ion,     Let    thydai-ly    work  he     done; 

3.  Then,  as  hour  by  hour  glides  by  thee,  Thou  wilt  blessed  guidance  know; 


¥  ~-    y 

Of     the    lot  that  lies    be  -  fore  thee. 

In     the  peace  of  soul    out  -  pour- ing. 

Thine  owu  burdens    be  -  ing  lightened, 


Thro'  the  com- ing    bu  -  sy     day; 

Care    be    banished,  patience  won ; 

Thou  can'stbearan  -  oth-ers  woe; 


P£$ ¥- 
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D  8.    lie     thy    dau~n-ing    glad    or    gloom  -  y.  Go 

D.  8.   Ere  thou    list-  en  —  ere     thou    an    -   sicer.  Turn 

D.  8.  Hut     re  -  mem  -  ber,  uhilethnu    terv  -    est,  Still 
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Je  -  sus  —  tell 
Je  -  au—UU 
Je  -  ««  —  tell 


him  all! 
h  im  all ! 
him    all! 
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Whether  sunbeams  promise  bright-ness.  Whether  dim   fore-bod-imrs   fall. 

And  if  earth  with  its    en-chant-ments  Seek  thy  spir  -  it      to     en -thrall. 
Thou  can'st  help  the  weak  ones  on  -  ward,  Thou  can'st  raise  up  those  that  fall ; 
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No.  187.     WORKING  FOR  JESUS. 


S.  H.  C. 


S.  H.  Chord. 


i  i 

1.  (to     work    to  -  day  for  your  Lord  and  King,  Go      toil  with    a     will-ing 

2.  Make  glad  the  hearts  that  are  sad  and  lone,  Strew  flow-ers      a-  long    the 
:!.     Go     work,  my  friend,  in  the  vineyard  now,  Co    work  while  the  day     is 
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hand;  With  songs   of    joy    let    his  prais  - 
way  ;     Oh,     lead  them  ten-der  -  ly,  bring 
bright;  Come  one,  come  all,    let    us  swell 


-N-r  r-  :^r^: 


es      ring,  Tell  his  won-ders  thro' 
them  home,  Go  and  show  to    the 
the  throng,  As    we  march  to    the 


all  the  land. 
lost  the  way. 
land  of    light. 


Work-ing    for     Je  - 
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sus,    work  -  ing   for    Je   -   sus, 
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work    till    the  Mas-ter   comes. 
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No.  188. 


INTO  THE  FOLD. 


Lath  a  E.  Newell. 


Framc  M.  Davis. 


1.  Now    tliL-    good  Shepherd      is       call-  ing    his  sheep      In-  to    the   fold, 

2.  See,     now,    he     cur  -  ries    the    lambs  on     his  breast     In  -  to    the   fold, 

3.  Ten  -  der  -  ly,  sweet-  ly    he's      call-ing     to-day,       In-  to    the   fold, 
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in  -  to     the   fold;     O  -  ver  them    all     lov-  ing  watch  he  doth  keep,  Se- 
in  -  to     the   fold ;  Safe     in      his       bo  -  som    the     lit  -  tie  ones  rest,  With 
in  -  to     the  fold,     All    now    who    wan-  der    from  him  far      a  -  way,    In 
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cure  from  the  storm  and  the  cold, 
him  they  shall  nev-er   grow  old. 
danger  throughout  the  dark  wold. 


In  -  to   the  fold,   in  -  to  the  fold,  Whose 
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jovs  are  untold :  Into  the  fold,  into  the  fold,  Safe  in  the  good  Shepherd's  fold. 
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I  N  DEX. 


Titles  in  Small  Capitals.      First  Lines  in   Roman  Letters. 


No. 

As  Thy  Days  Thy  Strength 37 

Abide  With  Me 42 

Anywhere  My  Savior  Leads 47 

Anywhere  the  blessed  Savior 47 

As  doves  to  their  windows 65 

At  my  work  I'm  always  singing 103 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus 107 

America 127 

Are  you  dropping  a  word 132 

As  panting   in   the  sultry  beam 148 

Am  I  a  Soldier  ? 167 

A  Song  of  Faith 45 

A  Word  for  Jesus 132 

Are   you   toiling  day   by  day 165 

Angel  Reapers,  The 168 

Beyond  the  Blue 11 

Bring  Them  In 16 

Bring  them  in  and  keep. 16 

Blessed  Savior  lead  us  gently 23 

Behold,  I   stand   at  the  door 27 

Beautiful   Hills,  The 29 

By  waters  cool  and  sweet 40 

Bring  Beautiful  Lilies 52 

Beautiful  Home  Land 59 

Blessed  Jesus,  Take  my  Hand 69 

Beautiful  Land,   The 81 

Beautiful  lights  along  the   shore 101 

Bid  Them  Ahoy 118 

Braving  the  billows    1 18 

Bringing  Them  In 1 28 

Bethany 1 59 

Children  for  Jesus,  The 2 

Children  of  Heaven 50 

Come,  Little  One 55 

Christian  Battle  Song 62 

Children's   Praises 66 

Come  with  all   thy  sorrow 94 

Christian  War  Song 98 

Coronation,  C  M 107 

City  of  Gold,  The in 

Come,  Thou  Almighty  King 121 

Christ   is  Risen 134 

Christmas  Message,  The  135 

Courage,  Pilgrim 165 

Come,  my   Redeemer,    come 179 

Christmas   Morning 70 

Darkness  falls  upon  our  pathway 9 

Do  Thy  Little 28 

Doves  To  Their  Windows 65 

(206) 


No. 

Down  at  The  Cross 160 

Days  Are  Going  By,  The 170 

Drifting,  Lord,  To  Thee 180 

Father,  I  scarcely  dare  to  pray 26 

Father,  Take  Me  by  The  Hand....   30 

Find  In  Christ  Your  Rest 57 

Father,    we  welcome   this  glad 68 

Forward,  The  Master  Calls 76 

Far  from  Home 185 

God's  Eye  Watches 3 

Gushing  Rill,  The 13 

God  Is  My  Guide 19 

God  Holds  The  Key 36 

Gospel  Bells 5 

God  Bless  My  Boy 46 

Great   Physician   of  Jericho,  The 51 

God  Bless  The  Little  Ones 58 

Gather  The  Lost  Ones  In 61 

Gather  The  Grain 71 

Go  and  labor  in  my  vineyard Ji 

Gliding  Away 113 

God  of  The  Nations 145 

Great  God  of  Nations 145 

Go  work  to-day  for  your 187 

He  Leads  Thee  On 12 

Hold  Thou  My  Hand 25 

He  Stands  at  The  Door 27 

Have  you  touched  the   garments 31 

He  Will  Guide  Thee  Home 38 

He   is   waiting  to-day 38 

Heaven  Enough  for  Me 43 

Heav'n   is  gathering  up 44 

Happy  Thoughts 53 

How  sweet  and  soothing 53 

Heaven  is  My  Home 80 

Have  you  gone  in   paths  forbidden  ....  1 17 

How  Sweet,  How  Heavenly 153 

Ho !    Reapers 137 

How  Sweet  and  Heavenly 133 

Hail,    Happy  Day 14 

Help  Us  to  Watch  and  Pray 72 

I'll  Knock  At  Mercy's  Door 7 

I  know   that  my  Redeemer  lives 45 

I  Have  No  Friend  Like  Jesus 49 

I  love  16  think  "of  the  children 50 

I'm  a  Pilgrim  Going  Home 60 

I  am  on  my  pilgrim  journey. . .    60 

Is  My  Name  Written  There 63 
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No. 

Id  the  lamb's  book  of  life 63 

I  am  but  a  little  child 69 

If  we  only  sought  to   brighten "8 

In  the  loving  shepherd's  care 79 

I'm  but  a  stranger    here 80 

I  Know  it  is  There 83 

I  rejoice  now  to  know 83 

I  Would  Live  Like  Jesus 90 

I'm  a  sinner   all    undone 96 

In  the  shadow  of  his   wings 108 

In  some  way  or  other    no 

It  is  I,  Be  Not  Afraid 115 

I'm  Kneeling  at  The  Door 129 

I'm  kneeling,  Lord,  at  mercy's  gate.  ...  129 

In  that  glorious  morning   bright 136 

I  Need  Thee,   Lord 142 

I've  heard  such  a  wonderful 144 

If  we  only  sought  to  lighten 78 

If  Yor  Will 156 

I  Cannot  Drift  Beyond 157 

I  Want  to  Be  Whole 164 

In  Whom  I   Have  Redemption 181 

Into  the  fold 188 

Jericho  Service,   The 51 

Jesus  Lives 73 

Jesus  is  calling 100 

Jesus  calls  the  little  children 102 

Jesus  Is  The  Way 117 

J esi  s  Is  Calling 126 

Jesus  is   tenderly  calling 126 

Jesus  Is  Born  To-day 141 

Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul 143 


KNOCKiNg  at  The  Door, 


84 


Lead  Us  Gently 23 

Let  Your  Light  Shine ^^ 

Last  Prayer,  A 26 

Little  Town  of  Bethlehem 77 

Lord  of  Life,  The 84 

Listening  for  The  Master 8S 

Let  Me  Cling  to  Thy  Hand 89 

Loving  Jesus 99 

Lights  Along  The  Shore,  The 101 

Let  Us  Forward  March 104 

'•  L<>.  1  am  With  You  Always  " 10S 

Lord  Will  Provide,  The no 

Let  Me  Dwell 15S 

Let  vour  trust  be  Jesus'  love 1 70 

Little  Children,  can  you   tell 70 

My  sins  are  great   and   many 7 

Memory  of  Galilee  15 

My  heart  goes  out  to  Galilee 15 

Messiah  is  Come 21 

My  Shepherd  Leads 40 

Many  are  the  homes  that  are  dark 54 


N«. 

Mighty  army  of  the  young 73 

My  hands  are  thine 74 

Morning  of  Life 100 

My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard 1 19 

My  country  'tis   of  thee 127 

My  voice  thou  shalt  hear 140 

Make  Me  a  Gleaner  for  Thee 161 

Morning  Light,  The 163 

My  Trust  is  stayed  on  Thee 174 

Night  Hymn 9 

Nothing  Further  I  Need 67 

Nothing  Left  Undone 86 

Nearer  Home 91 

No  Night  in  Glory 106 

Nearer  The  Cross 147 

•Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee 159 

Nearer   Every   Day 162 

Nearer  to  probation's  close 162 

Now  be  The  Gospel  Banner 155 

Now  the  Good  Shepherd 188 

Oh,  if  for  me  the  cup  you  fill 13 

Oh  !    the  beautiful  hills 29 

O  Christian,  awake 35 

Oh,  how  sweetly  sound 39 

Our  Jewels 44 

Old  Times 48 

Out  of  Christ 56 

Once  was  heard   the   song  of  children.  .    66 

Onward  March 75 

O  little  town  of  Bethlehem 77 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 91 

Oh  wonderful   place  where  Jesus 109 

Old  Hundred 112 

O  blessed  day,  O  happy  hour 120 

Our  Happy  Home  Beyond 130 

On  The  Husks 139 

O,  Tell  The  Sweet  Story 144 

Oh!   do  not  let   the  word   depart 150 

Oh  !   I  think  I  see  the  Master 152 

Oh,  fathomless  fountain  of  mercy 164 

Oh,  for  a  Heart  to  Praise 171 

Out  from  thy  bountiful  hand 72 

Prayer  of  Gethsemane 109 

Praise  God,  from   whom 112 

Peace,  peace  on  earth 135 

Revive  Thy  Work 1 

Rock  of  Ages 17 

Ruined  and  wretched,  I  come 67 

Remember  Me 105 

Rejoice,  Ye  Ransomed 120 

Rallying  Song 175 

Singing  Songs  for  Jescs 8 

Standing  by  The  Cross 10 
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No. 
Sweet  the  moments  rich  in  blessing.  ...    10 

Speak  to  Me,  My  Savior iS 

Speak  low  to  me,  my  Savior  dear 18 

Secret  Prayer 22 

Sweetest  hours  this  side  of  heav'n 22 

Some  Sweet  Day 34 

Stand  Like   The  Brave 35 

Salvation  Bells 39 

Song  of  Faith,  A 45 

Send  a  shout  along   the   line 62 

Sabbath  Song 68 

Sake  in  the  Fold 79 

Speak  Loving  Words 87 

Singing  All  The  Day 103 

Stand  up,  stand  up,  for  Jesus 1 14 

Sweetest  Name,  The 116 

Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer 131 

Somewhere 13° 

Sowing  Seed  for  Jesus 138 

Seed  of  The  Word  of  Life 152 

Send  Out  The  Life  Boat 166 

Sowing  for  the  angel  reapers 168 

Songs  of  Praise 182 

Step  Over  the  Line 172 

Trust  and  Obey 6 

Tho'  my  life-path  oft  is  dreary 19 

Thou  Shalt  Shink 20 

Take  me  by  the  hand 30 

Through  The  Blood 31 

Thou  Art  My  Shepherd 32 

There's  a  sweet,  sweet  song 48 

Thine,  Jesus,  Thine 74 

There's    a   beautiful    country 81 

Tell  me  pilgrim,  faint  and  weary 85 

Thro'   the  meadows  green 92 

There  is  Rest  in  Jesus 94 

'Tis  All  I  Need  To  Know. 96 

There's  a  city  that  looks  o'er 1 1 1 

There  is  no  name 1 16 

To  our  dear  Sabbath  school 128 

Thou  Shalt  Hear  My  Voice 140 

Turn,  Turn  to  Him 14^ 

Tell  It  Out 149 

The  Great  Physician  on 51 

The  Lord  of  life  and  glory 84 

There  is  Rest  in  Jesus 94 

Trusting  in  Thy  Promise 169 

Tell  Jesus 182 

'Tis  I,  Be  Not  Afraid 115 


No. 
Up  above  the  stars  where  the  angels  dwell  1 1 

Voyage  of  life,  The 64 

Victory  March 82 

Working  for  Jesus 187 

Watchman  of  Zion 4 

Watchman  on  the  walls  of  Zion 4 

We've  Been  Redeemed 24 

When  We  All  Get   Home 41 

When  I  reach  the  golden  shore 4J 

We  are  singing  songs  for  Jesus '. . .      8 

When  shining  stars  their  vigils   keep..   46 

W.  C.  T.  U.  Song 54 

We  are  sailing  o'er  an  ocean 64 

We  Should  Hear  the  Angels 78 

We  are  soldiers   for  Jesus 82 

Was  there  anything 86 

When  the  world  is  busy 88 

Where  The  Shepherd  Leads 92 

We'll  Gather  the  Blossoms 93 

Wond'rous  King 95 

We  are  daughters  of  a  king 95 

Who  Forgiveth  Sins 97 

Who  is  this  that   forgiveth 97 

We're  a  happy  little  band 98 

We  Will  Praise  His  Name... 102 

When  storms  around  are  sweeping 105 

We   are  gliding  away "3 

Webb "4 

When   the  misty   cloud    115 

Word  for  Jesus,  A 132 

Wake  lilies  !  wake    lilies  ! 134 

We  are  sowing  seed  for  Jesus 138 

What  is  the  song  of  the 141 

Would  You  Know 146 

Why  Not  To-night 150 

Webb '51 

We  Are  Coming  Home 154 

Whatsoever l72 

Whiter  Than  The  Snow 179 

We  are  drifting  with  the  tide 180 

When  thou  wakest  in   the  morning 186 

What  a  Crowning 183 

We  Shall  Meet 184 

Ye  tempted,   troubled 57 

Ye  Are  My  Witnesses 85 

You  may  know  Christ's  saving 1 56 
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LATE  AND  STANDARD 

Ma  sic- Books, 


PUBLISHED  BY 


THE  HOME  MUSIC  CO., 

LOCANSPORT,    IND. 


OIFFE'S  NEW  MALE  QUARTET  BOOK. 

(SECULAR) 

GIFFE'S  MALE  CHOIR  BOOK. 

(SACRED) 

Two  charming  collections  of  new  music 
for  male  voices.  Hound  separately  in  cloth. 
Price  of  each.  60  cents  per  copy.  Each  book 
contains  nearly  fifty  pieces  of  good  length, 
and  the  music  is  of  a  superior,  yet  available 
character. 


the   ■woaraDEK.. 

IJy  W.  T.  GIKKK. 

The  best  and  most  desirable  book  pub- 
lished for  Singing  Schools,  High  Schools, 
Conventions,  Institutes,  etc.  Price,  per  copy, 
60  cents;  $6  00  per  dozen.  Special  low  prices 
to  teachers.  Send  50  cents  for  a  copy  to  ex- 
amine. 

GIFFE'S  VOGftL  DRILL  BOOK. 

This  is  unquestionably  the  best  and  most 
practical  book  ever  yet  published  tor  the 
Public  Schools,  as  all  will  testify  who  have 
used  it.  It  is  progressively  graded,  is  a  self 
instructor  and  is  fully  abreast  of  the  times. 
172  pages,  well  bound  in  boards,  and  the  price 
is  fixed  at  the  inarvelously  iow  figures  of  35 
cents  per  copy  by  mail,  or  83  60  per  dozen  by 
express.  It  is  the  banner  book  of  all  for  the 
school  room.     Sample  pages  free. 


SONG  TWIGS  AND  BRANCHES, 

By  H.  H.  Johnson  and  W.  T.  Giffe. 

For  elementary  grades  in  public  schools 
and  the  home  circle.  It  is  a  delightful  collec- 
tion of  tote  songs,  inarching  songs,  bird  songs 
and  miscellaneous  school  and  home  songs. 
Selling  by  thousands.  Price,  20  cents  per 
copy;  82.25  per  dozen,  postpaid. 

ANTHEM  ANNUAL,  Nos.  1  and  2, 

By  MRS.  CARRIE  B.  ADAMS. 

Two  new  collections  of  anthems,  |s  pages 
in  each  book.     Pri'  |  ach;  42.75  per 

dozen,  prepaid. 


VERY  POPULAR. 

CROWN  OF  GOLD, 

By  W.  T.  Glffeand  F.  M.  Davis. 

For  the  Sunday  School.  Music  and  words  all 
new.  One  of  the  finest  books  for  Sunday 
Schools,  Gospel  Meetings,  Christian  Endeavor 
Societies,  Epworth  League..,  etc.,  ever  pub- 
lished. Get  Crown  of  Gold  for  your  Sunday 
School,  and  you  will  have  the  bfjt.  Price, 
single  copy  by  mail,  35  cents;  per  dozen  by 
express,  $3.60;  per  hundred  copies,  830.00. 


JUST   PUBLISHED. 

GLORY    BELLS, 

By  W.  T.  GIFFE. 

For  Sunday  Schools  and  Gospel  Meetings. 
It  is  the  best  of  all.  Will  sweep  the  country 
with  a  new  wave  of  religious  song.  Four 
cash  prizes  were  offered  for  the  best  contribu- 
tion to  this  book,  ihirty-nine  writers  com- 
peted with  ninety-one  pieces.  About  forty  of 
the  best  of  these  and  the  prize  pieces  are  in 
this  book.  Price,  35  cents  per  copy  by  mail; 
83.60  per  dozen  by  express. 


THE  HOME  MUSIC  JOURNAL, 

KDITEI)  BY  W.  T.  GIKKK. 

A  monthly  music  magazine  of  new  and 
choice  vocal  and  instrumental  music.  Also  a 
large  amount  of  choice  musical  reading  mat- 
ter, written  expressly  for  its  pages,  together 
with  class  lessons  in  piano  and  organ  playing, 
voice  culture,  harmony,  etc.  Music  in  the 
Public  Schools  receives  special  attention  in 
every  issue.  Subscription,  75  cents  per  year. 
Send  for  sample  copy. 


N.  B. — We  do  not  prepay  express  charges 
at  the  above  prices.  We  publish  and  handle 
a  larg^e  number  of  Music  Books  that  we  cannot 
mention  here.  Send  to  us  for  anything  you 
want.     Address  all  orders  to 

THE  HOME  MUSIC  COMPANY, 

LOGANS  PORT,  INI). 


